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CHAPTER  I. 

ON  THE  FRENCH  FRONTIER. 

Boom !  boom  !  Boo-oo-om  ! 

Fierce  cannonading  could  be  heard  from  the  direction  of  the 
River  Moselle,  on  the  French  Frontier. 

While  the  main  army  of  the  Kaiser  was  meeting  with  a 
desperate  resistance  in  Belgium,  in  an  endeavor  to  get  over 
into  French  territory,  a  smaller  army  had  crossed  the  border 
and  was  pushing  toward  the  French  lines  of  defense. 

The  powerful  guns  the  Germans  had  with  them  were  surely 
a  great  factor,  but  the  soldiers  of  the  Republic  were  worked 
up  to  a  pitch  of  hatred  to  the  enemy,  and  it  was  bound  to  be  a 
fierce  fight. 

Young  Wild  West,  the  well-known  boy  hero  and  Champion 
Deadshot,  who  had  brought  over  a  big  Wild  West  Show  for  the 
purpose  of  giving  exhibitions  throughout  Europe,  had  been 
caught  in  the  big  war,  and  the  show  was  now  tied  up  a  few 
miles  from  Berlin,  with  no  prospect  of  doing  business  very  soon. 

But  the  adventure-loving  young  deadshot  was  not  going  to 
remain  idle  while  he  was  compelled  to  remain  at  the  seat  of 
the  war.  Having  won  the  friendship  of  the  great  Kaiser,  and 
being  in  possession  of  a  document  that  would  permit  him  and 
his  friends  to  go  and  come  anywhere  in  the  German  Empire, 
he  decided  to  get  all  the  excitement  out  of  it  that  could  be  had. 

The  fact  that  the  boy  wore  his  regular  Wild  West  costume 
wherever  he  went  made  it  easy  for  him  to  be  recognized  as  the 
dashing  young  American,  who  had  found  favor  with  the  Ger¬ 
man  Emperor,  and  all  the  army  officers  who  were  aware  of 
this  looked  upon  him  with  admiration. 

With  our  hero  were  Arietta  Murdock,  his  golden-haired 
sweetheart;  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  his  wife,  Anna;  Jim  Dart, 
the  true  blue  Yv’yoming  boy,  and  Eloise  Gardner,  his  sweet¬ 
heart,  and  Hop  Wah,  the  clever  Chinee. 

Ho  much  has  been  written  about  tlie.se  characters  that  it  is 
not  necessary  to  give  a  description  of  them. 

When  the  cannonading  began  along  the  hank  of  the  River 
Mo^elJe  the  voting  deadshot  and  the  companions  just  mentioned 
were  at  a  halt  at  the  edge  of  what  was  willed  a  deep  forest 
him  than  ten  miles  from  the  scene  «of  the  conflict  that  was 
fufinf. 

...  ^  hi  companions  had  remained  at  the  German  city 

;»  '>-!i  and  diring  that  time  they  had  sue- 

/  I'.eJr  por-OM  transported  to  them  by  rail  from 
. r 1 1  wa  -led  near  Berlin, 
d  Inrkv  In  me-  mplishlng  this,  for  the  trains 
parked  villi  soldiers  pushing  toward  tin 


o 


t: 


t; 


V  • 

i 


t  f  ir 
/  . 
ft  f» 


rill 


,,  t.  ,  ,V.  laeui  U.:  rigiit,  and  then  after  purchasing  a  team 


of  horses  and  a  wagon  to  carry  their  camping  outfit,  they  had 
the  audacity,  as  some  might  call  it,  to  cross  over  the  French 
border. 

None  of  them  knew  exactly  how  they  might  be  received  when 
they  came  upon  the  French  soldiers,  but  they  were  not  worry¬ 
ing  any,  for  they  had  passed  through  so  many  perilous  adven¬ 
tures  that  they  could  uot  think  of  such  a  thing  as  being  afraid 
of  an  army,  when  they  could  easily  prove  that  they  were  non- 
combatants  and  strictly  neutral. 

But  more  than  this,  they  were  Americans,  and  thi3  fact 
seemed  to  bear  the  biggest  weight  of  all. 

“Well,  boys,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  as  he  sat  upon  the 
hack  of  his  gallant  sorrel  stallion.  Spitfire,  and  looked  toward 
the  scene  of  battle — though  really  nothing  could  be  seen  save 
some  smoke  which  was  slowly  rising — “1  reckon  there’s  a  not 
old  time  over  there.” 

“You  kin  bet  your  life  there  is,  Wild,”  Cheyenne  Charlie 
answered,  a  grim  smile  showing  on  his  face.  “1  ain’t  savin’ 
that  I  like  war,  ’cause  it  only  means  that  thousands  of  men 
are' git  tin’  killed  all  the  time.  But  there’s  somethin’  about  it 
which  sorter  makes  my  blood  tingle.  1  don’t  know  what  in 
thunder  these  Germans  is  so  anxious  to  clean  up  France  for. 
The  reports  we’ve  heard  is  that  the  English  is  cornin’  over  to 
help  ’em.  Then  it  sorter  looks  as  if  the  Kaiser  will  find  out 
that  he’s  barkin'  up  the  wrong  tree.” 

“Charlie,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  raising  his  finger  warn- 
ingly.'  “I  believe  it.  is  understood  that  we  are  strictly  neutral, 
and  I  remarked  a  week  or  so  ago  that  we  shouldn’t  express  our 
opinions  even  while  we  were  among  ourselves.” 

“Oh.  1  ain’t  takin’  no  sides,  or  anything  like  that.  Why 
should  I?  I  was  only  sayin’  jest  what  I  thought  about  it.  It 
sorter  looks  to  me  as  if  the  Germans  hadn’t  oughter  left  their 
own  country.” 

“How  could  they  expect  to  defeat  France  if  they  remained  on 
their  own  soil?”  Jim  Dart  asked,  looking  at  the  scout  with  a 
smile. 

“They  could  wait  for  ’em  to  come  over  there.” 

“They  might  have  had  to  wait  a  long  time,  Charlie.  Rut  you 
must  remember  that  there  is  bad  blood  existing  between  the 
two  nations,  and  has  been  ever  since  eighteen  hundred  and 
seventy.  From  what  we  have  been  able  to  learn,  the  whole  war 
started  almost  from  nothing.  A  Servian  youth  assassinated  an 
Austrian  prince,  or  something  of  the  kind,  and  that  started  the 
whole  tiling  going." 

“Huh!”  and  t!m  scout  shrugged  bis  shoulders.  “Funny  thing 
i  to  git  half  the  world  in  a  war.  ii  seems  to  no.?.” 

“Not  so  May  si  range.  f’harlie.  when  you  <o\ri  or  tliai  (he 
i  most  of  the  coinitrh  involved  lane  been  making  prej  nntlhma 
1  tor  it  for  years,”  Arietta  spoke  up. 
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“All  right.  1  won’t  say  nothin’  more.  Let  ’era  go.  If  they 
want  to  tight,  I  s’ pose  the  only  way  we  kin  do  is  to  let  ’era 
go  ahead  an’  do  It.” 

“I  hardly  think  we  would  be  able  to  stop  them,”  the  young 
dead  shot  retorted,  laughingly.  “But  say,”  and  he  became  seri¬ 
ous  at  once,  “I  would  very  much  like  to  see  what  is  going  on 
over  there.  I  think  if  we  skirt  the  edge  of  this  timber  we  could 
get  around  to  within  a  mile  or  two  of  the  rear  of  the  German 
army.  Tin  re’s  a  road  running  right  that  way.  One  thing  about 
it,”  and  be  nodded  approvingly,  “there  are  pretty  good  roads 
in  this  part  of  the  country.” 

“Very  good,  indeed,”  Jim  answered.  “But  it  is  a  little  moun¬ 
tainous  below  here,  and  that  big  timber  patch  puts  me  in 
mind  of  our  old  hunting  ground  more  than  any  place  I  have 
seen  yet,  that  is.  any  place  I  have  been  close  to.” 

“Most  likely  there  is  something  in  the  way  of  game  in  that 
woods,”  the  scout  suggested.  “We’ve  got  to  have  something 
to  eat.  Of  course  we’ve  .got  plenty  of  grub  in  that  wagon,  but 
how  about  a  venison  steak,  or  a  good  chunk  of  bear  meat?” 

"I  hardly  think  either  will  be  obtained  from  that  timber,” 
and  so  saying  the  young  deadshot  nodded  to  his  sweetheart  to 
follow,  and  started  the  sorrel  along  the  road,  which  ran  almost 
right  at  the  edge  of  the  forest. 

Off  to  the  right  the  waters  of  the  Moselle  glittered  in  the  sun¬ 
light.  while  the  deep  forest,  which  was  divided  almost  in  the 
center  by  the  line  between  the  two  great  countries,  lay  directly 
to  their  left. 

The  party  rode  on.  Hop  driving  the  team  that  was  hitched 
to  the  wagon  as  lie  sat  perched  upon  a  seat  at  the  front,  puffing 
away  at  a  big  black  cigar. 

They  had  camped  near  the  roadside  the  night  before,  and  it 
was  now  about  nine  o’clock  in  the  forenoon. 

Having  left  the  regular  road  from  Metz,  they  were  not  likely 
io  encounter  any  troops  for  a  while. 

This  was  rather  pleasing  to  them,  for  they  had  grown  tired 
of  seeing  so  many  soldiers  since  they  had  been  in  Germany. 

They  were  in  France  now,  and  the  boy’s  idea  was  to  push  on 
until  they  got  to  Paris. 

Even  if  nothing  was  gained  by  doing  this,  he  felt  that  it 
would  he  something  to  speak  about  in  the  future. 

Of  course  they  meant  to  return  to  the  camp  of  the  show, 
and  all  hoped  that  the  war  would  soon  end,  so  they  might  con¬ 
tinue  giving  exhibitions,  since  it  was  a  great  money-making 
scheme,  and  until  the  war  got  so  hot  they  performed  to 
crowds  that  tilled  every  seat,  and  sometimes  overflowed. 

For  two  full  hours  the  party  rode  on,  the  sounds  of  the  can¬ 
nonading  growing  nearer  as  they  advanced. 

They  were  now  in  a  pretty  wild  sort  of  piace,  for  the  road 
seemed  to  have  been  cut  through  the  rocks. 

On  the  right  was  a  sloping  bank  which  ran  fully  half  a  mile. 

There  was  not  much  in  the  way  of  vegetation  upon  it,  though 
rocks  were  quite  plentiful. 

On  the  other  side  the  grim  forest  showed  itself,  silent  save  for 
the  singing  of  birds  and  the  bumming  of  insects. 

As  the  riders  came  to  a  halt  and  surveyed  the  scene  below 
them,  they  saw  where  the  river  branched  off,  a  smaller  stream 
going  toward  the  south. 

“That  is  the  Neurthe  River,  I  suppose,”  Wild  said.  “I  am 
not  much  at  geography,  but  of  course  I  have  been  looking  it  up 
a  little  during  the  time  we  had  to  stay  at  the  hotel.  The  French 
city  of  Xaiie.v  isn’t  very  far  away,  and  from  what  now  appears, 
1  would  take  it  that  the  Germans  are  trying  to  advance  upon 
the  city  and  capture  it.”  * 

“A  whole  lot  of  people  will  most  likely  be  killed,  I  s’pose.’’ 
tlie  scout  ventured.  “Well,  as  I  said  afore,  it  ain't  none  of  our 
business.” 

While  they  were  at  a  halt  looking  at  the  scene  below,  which 
might  have  been  called  a  beautiful  one  by  some,  though  they 
had  witnessed  so  many  scenes  in  (lie  time  they  had  been  rough¬ 
ing  it  in  the  saddle  that  they  hardly  noticed  what  might  be 
called  beautiful,  the  clatter  of  hoofs  sounded  from  the  woods, 
and  they  instantly  became  a  wav*  that  a  party  of  horsemen 
wore  approaching. 


"Hello!”  the  young  deadshot  exclaim 
eyes  toward  the  timber,  "l  reckon  we 
Cavalrymen,  I  suppose.” 

"Gormans,  too,”  Arietta  added. 

“Quite  likely,  little  girl.  Well,  here  thev  coine 
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Probably  this  was  due  to  the  picturesque  costumes  our  hero 

and  his  companions  were  wearing. 

However,  the  horsemen  came  on  up,  and  as  they  did  so 
Wild  realized  instantly  that  they  were  French  and  not  Ger¬ 
mans. 

Just  what,  they  were  doing  in  that  particular  part  of  the 
country  at  that  time  he  did  not  know,  but  here  they  were,  so 
there  was  no  use  in  wondering  about  it. 

“Good-morning,  gentlemen,”  the  young  deadshot  called  out, 
as  he  nodded  in  his  cool  and  easy  way,  when  the  officer  in 
command  of  the  mounted  troopers  brought  his  steed  to  a  halt. 

“Gcod-morning,”  came  the  reply  in  excellent  English,  and 
then  the  officer  turned  and  spoke  hurriedly  to  the  two  officers, 
of  course,  in  his  own  language. 

After  some  little  talk,  the  lieutenant,  tor  such  he  was,  or¬ 
dered  his  men  to  dismount. 

When  Wild  saw  this  he  nodded  to  his  companions  and  said: 

“I  reckon  we’ll  get  off  our  horses,  too.  Evidently  he  wants 
to  have  a  little  talk  with  us.  I  am  glad  he  can  speak 
English.” 

Wild  walked  leisurely  toward  the  lieutenant,  and  with  a 
smile  extended  his  hand. 

“Glad  to  meet  you.  We  are  Americans  caught  here  in  the 
big  war  while  exhibiting  our  Wild  West  Show.” 

“Ah,  I  see,”  and  the  officer’s  face  lit  up.  “You  are  the 
great  American  boy  who  brought  the  wonderful  show  depict¬ 
ing  life  in  America  to  Europe  before  the  •war  broke  out.” 

“You  have  got  that  dead*right,  lieutenant.  We  toured  a 
portion  of  France  before  we  came  over  into  Germany,  you 
know.  Our  advance  agent  selected  a  rather  peculiar  route, 
but  in  all  the  best  show  cities.  While  we  wrere  permitted  to 
go  and  come  anywhere  in  the  German  Empire,  all  I  have  with 
me  to  admit  us  to  France  is  a  letter  from  your  President’s 
secretary  which  was  obtained  by  the  American  consul  in 
Paris,  permitting  us,  and  even  advertising  us  a  little,  to  pro¬ 
ceed  through  France.  But  since  war  has  been  declared,  prob¬ 
ably  we  may  have  some  difficulty  in  pursuing  our  way.” 

Wild  showed  him  the  document  he  spoke  of,  and  after  pe¬ 
rusing  it  carefully  and  permitting  the  other  officers  to  do  the 
same,  the  lieutenant  appeared  somewhat  puzzled. 

“Where  do  you  wish  to  go?”  he  finally  asked. 

“Well,  1  reckon  we  would  like  to  go  as  far  as  Paris,  and 
then  after  staying  there  a  while,  come  on  back  to  where  our 
show  is  being  held  up.” 

“So!  You  don’t  want  to  go  back  to  your  own  country, 
then?” 


“Not  just  yet.  We  have  too  much  money  invested  in  our 
show  to  go  away  and  leave  it.  When  we  go  back  to  the 
United  States  we  expect  everything  to  go  with  us.” 

“You  are  taking  a  peculiar  route  to  get  to  Paris,  it  seems.” 

“That’s  all  right.  We  thought  we  might  meet  with  a  'little 
adventure  on  the  way,  you  know.  No  particular  hurry  about 
getting  there.” 

“You  know  what  is  going  on  over  there?”  and  the  lieuten¬ 
ant  pointed  in  the  direction  the  battle  was  still  raging. 

“Oh,  yes.  The  Germans  have  come  over  on  your  territory, 
and  they  evidently  intend  to  clean  up  things.” 

“Yes,  that  is  what  they  intend,”  and  a  smile  flitted  across 
the  French  officer’s  face.  “But,”  and  he  became  very  serious, 
‘this  is -no  place  for  you,  even  though  you  are  Americans.  1 
am  surprised  to  see  the  ladies  with  you.” 

“Nothing  surprising  about  that,  lieutenant.  They  are  used 
to  all  sorts  of  danger.  The  fact  is  they  couldn't,  sleep  well 
nights  if  they  were  not  meeting  with  something  that  was 
perilous  and  exciting  every  now  and  then.” 

The  Frenchman  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

It  was  quite  evident  that  be  could  not  exactly  understand 
the  full  situation. 


“Do  you  know,”  he  said,  suddenly,  after  he  had  thought  for 
i  moment,  “that  my  little  band  is  in  peril  at  this  verv  mo¬ 
ment?” 


I  was  a  little  surprised  to  see  you  fellows  around  here.”  j 
rue'  ^.Ve  made  a  sortie  last  night  under  the  cover  of  , 
lai  kn^ss  with  the  expectation  of  surprising  the  enemy  in  the 
ear.  There  were  a  hundred  and  six  men  with  me  then.  Now 
here  are  but  twentv-one.” 


Sorter  got  the  worst  of  it,  I  reckon.  But  I  don’t  see  as 
'nan:  ol  you  is  wounded,”  the  scout  remarked. 

i  i  ^as  a  miracle  that,  we  made  our  escape.”  the  lieutenant 
uoclared.  "No,’  and  he  shook  his  lv*ad.  “Only  one  man 
iniong  us  is  wounded,  and  he  only  (lightly.  But  the  rc*i  went 
lown  in  less  than  two  minutes.  A  raking  fire  from  catling 
4'ins  did  the  work  and  mo  have  been  compelled  to  hide  in  tho 
crashed  ever  since.” 
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"TMd  you  thir.k  you  would  venture  out  and  try  to  get  back 
to  the  VYench  Hues?"  Wild  spoke  up. 

"Yes  Wo  thought  we  had  the  chance,  so  started  out  In  the 
hope  of  reaching  the  uearest  bridge.  By  making  a  circuit  we 

can  probably  get  to  a  safe  place,  and  then - ”  He  pressed 

'v.s  lips  tightly  together  for  a  moment.  “And  then,”  he  went 
on.  "we‘ll  try  It  again." 

“t^  iv  lieutenant."  Wild  said,  quickly,  “let  us  go  with  you.” 

“Xo.  I  should  not  advise  that.  You  have  a  wagon  with  you, 
and  in  case  the  Germans  suddenly  appear,  what  chance  w'ould 
you  have  of  getting  away?" 

“That  will  be  all  right.  We  w’on’t  try  to  get  away.  You 
can  go  on.  As  I  told  you  a  little  while  ago,  I  am  a  particular 
friend  of  the  Kaiser’s.” 

“You  are  in  sympathy  with  the  enemy,  then?”  and  the  face 
of  the  lieutenant  flushed. 

“Oh,  no.  I  couldn’t  help  It  If  the  Kaiser  took  a  notion  to 
me.  could  I?” 

“Probably  not.” 

Then  some  of  the  others  began  talking  excitedly  in  French, 
and  it  was  plain  that  suspicion  was  being  thrown  upon  the 
Americana. 

A  minute  or  so  later  the  lieutenant  gravely  touched  the 
young  deadshot  on  the  shoulder  and  said: 

“I  fear  that  we  shall  have  to  search  you,  for  it  may  be  that 
you  are  spies.” 

“You  have  that  privilege,  lieutenant.  Go  ahead  and  do  so.” 

The  officer  hesitated,  and  looked  at  the  girls. 

"I  am  very  much  of  a  gentleman,”  he  declared,  “and  for 
that  reason  clone  no  search  will  be  made.  The  paper  you 
bear  that  is  signed  by  the  President’s  secretary  is  sufficient,  I 
suppose,  for  you  to  proceed  in  France.  But  my  officers  and 
men  don’t  like  it  because  you  said  the  Kaiser  was  your  friend.” 

“Oh,  if  that’s  all  there  is  about  it.  I’ll  explain  that  quickly 
enough.” 

Then  Wild  produced  the  document  bearing  the  royal  seal 
of  the  German  Emperor,  which  was  wrapped  in  a  piece  of  oil¬ 
skin,  so  there  would  be  no  danger  of  it  becoming  destroyed. 

He  opened  it  and  quickly  told  as  much  as  he  cared  to  of  how 
he  had  come  in  possession  of  such  a  valuable  paper. 

This  satisfied  them  all  after  it  had  been  explained  to  them, 
and  then  the  French  cavalrymen  mounted  their  horses  and 
awaited  the  command  to  proceed. 

Instead  of  proceeding  along  the  road  when  the  order  was 
given,  they  turned  down  the  long,  rather  rough  descent,  mak¬ 
ing  straight  for  the  river  which  lay  in  the  distance. 

They  very  politely  bade  the  Americans  good-by  as  they  rode 
away,  and  not  until  they  were  fully  half  a  mile  distant  did 
the  young  deadshot  make  a  move  to  mount  his  horse. 

“Now  then,”  he  said,  nodding  to  his  companions,  “there 
must  be  a  bridge  across  the  river  In  the  direction  they  are 
going.  If  we  intend  to  go  very  far  through  France,  we  may 
as  well  follow’  them.  Come  on.” 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  PLUCKY  CAVALRYMEN. 

While  the  river  appeared  to  be  very  close  by,  Young  Wild 
West  and  his  friends  found  that  the  distance  deceived  them. 

By  the  time  they  reached  the  foot  of  the  long  descent  the 
French  cavalrymen  wrere  out  of  sight  beyond  a  rise  that  was 
easily  three  mile3  ahead. 

But  they  struck  the  semblance  of  a  road  after  getting  away 
from  the  rocks  and  shrubbery  the  long  hill  contained,  and  it 
was  easy  to  follow  the  trail. 

When  they  finally  got  over  the  rise  of  ground  they  saw 
P  3s  than  a  mile  ahead  of  them  a  bridge  that  spanned  the 
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But  that  w’as  not  all  that  they  saw. 

As  many  as  a  hundred  soldiers  on  foot  wore  moving  rapidly 
to.  rd  th*'  bridge  from  the  other  side  of  the  river. 

Wild  and  his  friends  looked  around  for  the  Frenchmen,  but 
they  wvro  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

Bot  if  was  very  evident  that  the  infantry,  who  were  un¬ 
doubtedly  Germans,  knew  about  where  they  were,  and  that 
U  <  -d  .  of  yet  crossed  the  bridge,  for  they  kept  on  coming, 
holding  their  rifles  In  readiness. 

Wi.'T;  ♦.boy  were  within  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  of  the 
fcridge  the  Germans  actually  began  creeping  along,  trying  as 
tttr  h  as  possible  to  keep  rocks  and  trees  between  them, 

•  \  iittp.  skirmishing,  boys,"  the  young  deadshot  remarked 
two  partners,  as  they  all  came  to  a  halt.  “I  reckon  we 
better  not  try  to  'tosh  that  bridge  right  away," 

,  r.'k'ji.  no',  the  scout  answered,  smiling  grimly.  “Them 


French  fellers  Is  most  likely  behind  thorn  trees  right  over 
there.” 

He  pointed  to  the  spot,  and  as  it  looked  to  be  just  about 
the  place  that  might  serve  as  a  temporary  protection,’  they 
all  agreed  that  ho  was  correct  in  his  supposition. 

Meanwhile,  the  Germans  kept  on  creeping  toward  the  bridge. 

There  was  a  bank  at  the  edge  of  the  roadway  at  the  very 
point  where  it  touched  the  opposite  shore,  and  they  were  un¬ 
doubtedly  making  for  this  in  order  to  be  protected  against 
a  charge,  should  it  he  made  by  the  French  cavalrymen. 

Once  they  got  there  they  lined  up,  resting  upon  one  knee, 
holding  their  rifles  so  they  could  cover  a  long  stretch  of  the 
road  and  the  bridge  as  well. 

They  had  barely  got  themselves  in  position  when  a  bugle 
sounded  from  behind  the  patch  of  trees  the  scout  had  called 
the  attention  of  his  companions  to. 

This  was  instantly  followed  by  a  clattering  of  hoofs,  and 
then  the  little  band  of  cavalrymen  swooped  around  and  made 
straight  for  the  bridge. 

They  were  bent  upon  crossing  it.  There  was  no  doubt  about 
that;  and  even  though  they  were  outnumbered  five  to  one,  they 
went  right  on. 

Before  they  hardly  got  to  the  bridge  the  German  infantry 
opened  fire. 

But  for  some  reason  or  other  the  bullets  went  wild,  and  on 
dashed  the  Frenchmen,  one  of  them  waving  the  flag  of  the 
Republic. 

T\a  mounted  men  were  all  well  armed,  but  not*  until  they 
got  close  enough  to  see  the  foe  did  they  fire. 

Lying  along  the  road  embankment  as  they  were,  and  almost 
in  a  line  before  the  advancing  cavalry,  they  made  pretty  good 
targets. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  companions  heard  the  notes  of  a 
bugle,  and  then  the  roaring  made  by  rifle  shots  sounded. 

As  smokeless  powder,  was  used,  they  could  see  pretty  well 
what  happened. 

But  it  was  dusty  along  the  bank,  and  clouds  of  dust  arose. 

A  volley  from  the  German  Infantry  followed,  but  with  no 
result  that  was  noticeable. 

Then  the  Germans  scattered  and  sought  places  of  cover, 
while  the  horses  of  the  French  went  galloping  over  the  bridge. 

“Hooray,  hooray!”  Cheyenne  Charlie  cried,  waving  his  hat. 

“Stop,  Charlie,”  Anna  spoke  up,  sharply.  “Don’t  cheer.” 

“I  can’t  help  it,  gal,”  was  the  reply.  “I  never  seen  a  more 
clever  thing  done  than  that.  Them  French  fellers  knew  as 
well  as  anything  that  there  was  about  a  hundred  Germans 
layin'  for  ’em  along  the  bank,  but  yet  they  kept  right  on  goin’. 
I’ve  got  to  give  ’em  credit,  that’s  all  there  is  to  it.” 

Bang,  bang!  Crang,  creng,  cra-ang! 

At  that  moment  another  volley  wra3  fired  by  the  German 
infantry,  and  a  hall  of  bullets  whizzed  over  the  heads  of  our 
friends. 

“Shootin’  at  ns!”  the  scout  exclaimed.  “I  reckon  we  had 
better  git  behind  that  piece  of  woods.” 

“I  hardly  think  they  meant  to  shoot  at  us,"  Wild  answered, 
as  he  motioned  them  to  ride  on  out  of  the  way.  “They  are  a 
little  rattled  now,  and  are  firing  more  at  random  than  any¬ 
thing  else.” 

Just  as  they  reached  the  woods  they  saw  that  the  French 
had  succeeded  in  getting  past  the  dangerous  spot,  though 
two  men  and  a  horse  were  seen  lying  upon  the  ground  a  short 
distance  the  otjier  side  of  the  bridge. 

Instead  of  going  right  on  along  the  road  to  make  good  their 
escape,  the  French  cavalrymen  suddenly  stopped  -when  they 
had  gone  a  distance  of  a  couple  of  hundred  yards,  and  then  a 
quick  tun.  was  made  and  they  camo  galloping  back. 

This  move  was  rather  disastrous  for  the  foo,  since  they  had 
started  to  come  up  the  bank,  no  doubt  for  the  purpose  of  tak¬ 
ing  the  wounded  prisoners. 

A  galling  fire  camo  from  the  rifles  of  the  mounted  men, 
and  they  were  forced  to  get  back. 

Then  straight  toward  the  bridgo  the  hand  of  Frenchmen 
rode,  and  when  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  saw  them 
deliberately  pick  up  the  two  men  who  woro  wounded,  and  dash 
off,  they  wero  filled  with  admiration. 

“That  Is  what  I  call  bravery,  Wild,”  Arietta  declared,  wffien 
she  realized  that  the  cavalrymen  were  safe  for  the  present. 

“Right  you  are,  little  girl.  T  can’t  help  but  admiro  that 
sort  of  thing.  The  Germans  can’t  catch  them  now,  for  they 
are  on  foot,  and  even  though  I  am  neutral,  as  far  as  this  war 
is  concerned,  I  Bineerely  hope  that  those  follows  get  back  to 
their  lines." 

Probably  It  was  not  a  very  wise  thing  to  do,  but  after  think¬ 
ing  it  over  for  a  moment  the  young  deadshot  decided  to  cross 
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the  bridge,  and  follow  the  road  in  the  direction  the  cavalry¬ 
men  had  gone.  / 

“Come  on,”  he  said,  and  then  he  boldly  rode  back  to  the 
road  and  headed  straight  for  the  bridge. 

Arietta  came  up  to  his  side  as  usual,  and  just  as  the  horses 
steppe*1  upon  the  bridge  a  number  of  the  Germans  ran  up  the 
embankment  and  leveled  their  guns  at  them. 

There  was  no  other  course  but  to  halt,  and  this  they  prompt¬ 
ly  did. 

Then  the  officer  in  command  climbed  up  the  bank  and  came 
toward  th  m,  looking  as  fierce  as  he  possibly  could. 

He  gave  orders  in  German,  and  men  quickly  sprang  forward 
and  seized  the  horse3  by  the  bridles. 

Hop  Wah,  who  was  driving  the  team,  had  not  yet  got  upon 
the  bridge,  but  it  took  but  a  minute  for  two  of  the  soldiers  to 
run  back  and  take  charge  of  him. 

Unfortunately  the  officer  could  not  understand  a  word  of 
English,  and  as  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  had  been 
unable  to  pick  up  very  much  of  it,  even  though  they  had  been 
in  the  country  some  little  time,  there  was  no  way  of  coming 
to  an  understanding. 

But  Wild  was  just  as  cool  as  ever,  and  when  it  flashed  upon 
him  that  he  must  show  the  royal  document  he  possessed,  he 
was  not  long  in  doing  so. 

The  moment  the  officer’s  eyes  rested  upon  the  seal  he  gave 
a  violent  start,  and  instantly  became  more  docile. 

Then  Wild  in  his  cool  and  easy  way  pointed  to  the  sig¬ 
nature  of  the  Kaiser's  private  secretary  and  gave  him  to  un¬ 
derstand  by  signs  that  they  should  not  be  molested. 

A  consultation  was  held  by  three  of  them,  and  then  the 
officer  motioned  to  them  to  go  back,  showing  plainly  that  he 
did  not  intend  to  permit  them  to  cross  the  bridge,  even 
though  they  did  possess  a  document  bearing  the  royal  seal 
of  the  German  Emperor. 

“No  use  in  trying  to  force  matters,  little  girl,”  Wild  said, 
turning  to  his  sweetheart.  “I  reckon  we’ll  go  back  and  wait  a 
while.  They  won’t  hang  around  here  very  long,  since  the 
chances  are  they  knowr  there  are  no  more  Frenchmen  liable  to 
come  this  way.” 

“That’s  it,  Wild,”  the  girl  answered,  cheerfully.  “I  was  a 
little  frightened  at  first,  but  it  seems  that  the  Kaiser’s  paper, 
as  I  call  it,  bears  a  charm  that  is  bound  to  take  us  safely 
through.” 

“Wild,”  said  Jim,  suggestively,  “suppose  I  climb  one  of 
those  tall  trees  yonder  and  take  a  look  around?  I’ll  have  a 
good  chance  to  find  out  the  lay  of  the  land.” 

“A  good  idea,”  was  the  reply.  “Go  ahead.  We’ll  wait  right 
here  for  you.” 

Dart  quickly  dismounted  and  turned  toward  a  small  group 
of  very  tall  trees  right  near  the  spot  where  the  cavalry  had 
been  concealed  while  the  body  of  German  infantry  crept  up  to 
attack  it. 

Picking  out  the  cite  that  was  easiest  to  climb,  the  boy 
sprang  up,  and  seizing  a  lower  limb,  quickly  swung  himself 
Into  the  branches. 

Then  with  the  agility  of  a  squirrel  he  went  toward  the 
top. 

Before  he  was  half  way  up  he  found  that  he  could  command 
an  excellent  view  of  the  country  for  miles  around. 

When  he  neared  the  top  he  paused,  and  then  took  a  look. 
Much  to  his  surprise  he  saw  as  many  as  half  a  dozen  houses 
and  outbuildings  off  to  the  right. 

Immense  grape  vineyards  were  there,  too,  and  much  of  the 
land  was  in  a  state  of  cultivation. 

■While  this  was  pleasing  to  the  eyes  of  the  boy,  he  had  not 
climbed  the  tree  for  the  purpose  of  looking  at  anything  like 
civilization. 

He  wanted  to  find  out  what  chance  they  would  have  of  get¬ 
ting  into  France  after  crossing  the  bridge. 

He  looked  in  the  direction  where  the  battle  had  been  raging 
nearly  the  entire  morning,  for  it  had  almost  ceased  now,  since 
only  an  occasional  ieport  of  a  cannon  could  be  heard. 

Almost  at  the  top  of  the  ridge  which  extended  along 
parallel  to  the  river  to  the  south  he  could  see  the  German 
army,  and  when  he  found  that  it  was  not  such  a  very  large 
one,  he  understood  why  it  had  advanced  no  further. 

But  it  had  succeeded  in  crossing  the  Neurtlie  River,  and 
was  no  doubt  waiting  there  to  be  reinforced,  since  to  march 
on  for  tlte  big  French  fort  that  was  located  not  more  than  four 
miles  distant  would  have  been  a  hazardous  undertaking. 

Jim  qukkly  made  out  a  good-sized  town  lying  scarcely  a 
mile  from  the  Hue  of  soldiers. 

Ib  had  enough  view  of  it  to  make  him  understand  imme¬ 
diately  that  the  buildings  in  the  town  had  suffered  greatly 
from  the  bombardments. 


Even  then  he  could  see  people  fleeing,  which  showed  pretty 
well  that  the  attack  had  come  somewhat  unexpectedly. 

The  fort  itself  lay  In  the  distance,  and  if  the  boy  had  not 
become  pretty  well  acquainted  with  the  way  forts  were  con¬ 
structed  in  these  latter  days,  he  would  not  have  known  It  to 
be  such. 

There  was  not  much  sign  of  activity  about  it,  but  troops 
were  there,  and  he  knew  that  the  remnants  of  the  company  of 
French  cavalry  must  be  well  on  their  way  to  it  by  this  time, 
though  a  long  patch  of  woods  through  which  the  roadway  ran 
did  not  permit  him  to  see  anything  of  them. 

Jim  lingered  a  few  minutes  in  the  tree,  and  then  feeling 
that  Wild  and  the  rest  would  be  anxious  to  hear  the  result  of 
this  investigation,  he  quickly  descended  and  ran  to  the  spot 
where  they  were  waiting  for  him. 

“I  had  a  fine  view  from  the  tree,”  he  called  out,  before  he 
got  to  them.  “You  would  be  surprised  to  see  it,  Wild.” 

“Is  that  so?”  the  young  deadshot  asked.  “What  did  you 
see?” 

“Farms  and  vineyards  over  that  way,  and  a  village  that 
way.” 

He  pointed  out  the  different  directions  as  he  spoke. 

“Is  that  so?  By  jingo!  I  didn’t  think  we  were  very  close 
to  a  village,  but  I  suppose  this  must  be  a  very  fertile  country, 
and  it  isn’t  astonishing  that  people  should  live  here.  How 
about  the  German  soldiers?” 

“There  are  not  as  many  of  them  as  I  expected  to  see.  I 
imagine  that  the  army  consists  of  not  more  than  two  thou¬ 
sand  men.” 

“Is  that  all?” 

“Yes.  They  are  pretty  well  intrenched  along  a  ridge  the 
other  side  of  the  river.  I  couldn’t  see  much  of  their  field 
pieces,  but  of  course  they  must  be  there.  They  have  been 
bombarding  the  village.” 

“Cleaned  it  up  pretty  well,  I  suppose?” 

“Well,  about  half  the  buildings  seem  to  have  been  injured. 
There  are  a  few  people  still  leaving  it,  which  shows  that  they 
must  have  lingered  there  quite  a  while,  no  doubt  expecting 
the  French  would  drive  the  Germans  back.” 

“I  reckon  I’ll  have  to  climb  that  tree  and  have  a  look  for 
myself,”  Wild  said,  for  he  was  greatly  interested  in  Jim’s 
report. 

“Me,  too!”  the  scout  exclaimed,  and  then  he  followed  the 
young  deadshot  to  the  tree. 

They  both  mounted  the  same  one  Jim  had  climbed  only  a 
short  time  before,  and  when  they  got  a  look  around  the  coun¬ 
try  and  were  able  to  verify  exactly  what  Dart  had  told  them, 
they  were  somewhat  amazed. 

Wild  took  it  all  in  in  short  order. 

Then  he  looked  to  the  north  along  the  course  of  the  river, 
and  saw  something  that  had  escaped  the  attention  of  Jim. 

It  was  a  bridge  that  spanneu  the  river  where  it  was  quite 
narrow,  and  not  more  than  a  mile  away. 

While  it  was  nothing  like  the  bridge  near  them,  it  seemed 
to  be  quite  serviceable,  and  no  doubt  was  on  one  of  the  lesser 
highways  that  ran  through  that  region  of  the  country. 

There  were  no  signs  of  any  soldiers,  either  German  or 
French,  in  that  direction,  so  it  took  the  boy  but  a  few  seconds 
to  make  up  his  mind  that  he  would  ride  on  up  to  the  smaller 
bridge  and  cross  the  river. 

Within  a  stone’s  throw  of  the  bridge  was  a  small  farm¬ 
house,  with  an  immense  vineyard  running  far  back  into  the 
little  valley. 

Quite  likely  this  was  deserted,  for  the  young  deadshot  could 
see  no  signs  of  any  one  about  it. 

“Well,  Charlie,  what  do  you  think  of  it?”  he  said,  as  he 
started  to  descend  the  tree. 

“Putty  fine  lookin’  country.  Wild.  Ain’t  so  many  of  the 
German  soldiers  here  as  I  thought.  But  it  does  seem  a  shame 
about  them  farms  with  the  grapes  an'  everything  growin’ 
there.  I  s’pose  it  won't  be  long  afore  they’ll  be  cleaned  out.” 

“The  chances  are  that  everything  will  be  destroyed.  The 
Germans  will  surely  take  possession  of  everything  around 
here,  unless  the  French  are  reinforced  in  time  and  drive  them 
back.  However,  it  may  be  that  there  won’t  be  manv  of  the 
Kaiser’s  soldiers  to  come  this  way.” 

“I  hope  they  don't,  'cause  1  do  hate  to  see  anything  ie- 
stroyed.” 

Then  they  went  on  down  the  tree,  and  soon  came  back  and 
joined  Jim  and  the  girls,  who  were  talking  about  the  dis¬ 
covery  that  had  been  made. 

When  ho  saw  them  all  mount  their  horses,  Hop  W»h  ect 
into  the  wagon  nnd  waited  for  them  to  start  trom  the  t*poU 

“I  reckon  we  ll  go  this  way,  Hop,”  the  young  ttauUfc  .1 
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as  ho  pointed  up  the  river.  “We’ll  cross  the  stream  by 
the  bridge  1  just  discovered." 

“Alice  light.  Misler  Wild,”  the  Chinaman  answered  smil¬ 
ingly  -Me  likee  Us  country  velly  mucliee,  so  be.  Maybe  we 
fin  dec  uni  hotel  pletty  soonee.” 

“Wants  a  little  tanglefoot,  I  reckon."  the  scout  spoke  up,  a 
broad  grin  on  his  face.  “Not  that  he  ain’t  got  ^ome  with  him, 
though;  but  most  likely  he's  feelin’  like  trvin’  some  new 
brand.  I've  heard  say  that  there  ain’t  nothin’  but  wine  to  be 
had  in  this  country.  Hop  don’t  like  wine  a  whole  lot.” 

“When  me  no  gittee  goodee  tanglefoot,  me  likee  wine  velly 
muchee,  ”  came  from  the  heathen,  as  they  rode  on,  following 
a  sort  of  roadway  that  led  them  pretty  close  to  the  river  bank. 

No  more  firing  was  heard  as  they  proceeded,  which  told  that 
the  Germans  had  given  up  the  attempt  to  advance  any  further 
for  the  present. 

^  But  there  was  only  one  conclusion  to  draw,  and  that  was 
that  they  must  expect  to  be  reinforced  shortly. 

The  mile  was  quickly  covered,  even  though  those  on  horse¬ 
back  went  along  rather  slowly  so  as  to  not  leave  the  Chinaman 
very  far  in  the  rear. 

Wild  knew  it  was  not  advisable  to  do  this,  since  they  did 
not  know  at  what  moment  they  might  be  pounced  upon  by  a 
number  of  soldiers  who  might  be  out  looking  for  pillage. 

But  not  a  soul  did  they  meet,  and  when  they  finally  came 
to  the  bridge  they  found  a  pretty  decent  sort  of  road  that  led 
over  it. 

The  bridge  was  barely  more  than  wide  enough  to  permit  a 
team  to  go  over,  but  it  was  quite  strong,  so  when  Wild  and 
Arietta  rode  upon  it  and  found  this  so,  they  at  once  proceeded 
on,  and  in  a  very  short  time  all  hands  were  at  the  other  side 
of  the  Neurthe. 

“Now  then,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  pointing  to  the  house 
that  was  very  close  to  them  on  the  right  side  of  the  road, 
“we’ll  go  over  there  and  see  if  we  can  find  anybody.” 

The  words  had  scarcely  left  his  lips  when  a  rifle  cracked 
from  the  very  house  he  was  speaking  of,  and  they  heard  the 
hum  of  the  bullet  as  it  passed  over  their  heads. 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE  FRENCH  FARMER  AND  HIS  SICK  WIFE. 

“Great  gimlets!”  Cheyenne  Charlie  exclaimed,  somewhat 
excitedly,  as  he  seized  the  bridle-rein  of  Anna’s  horse  imme¬ 
diately  after  the  shot  was  fired  from  the  house.  “I  reckon 
we’ve  got  to  git  to  cover.” 

Crang! 

Another  report  rang  out,  and  this  time  the  bullet  tore  a 
piece  from  the  rim  of  the  scout’s  hat. 

There  was  no  cover -close  at  hand,  save  a  small  patch  of 
bushes  with  two  or  three  trees  right  at  the  roadside. 

While  the  rest  quickly  made  for  this,  Wild  turned  his  horse 
directly  toward  the  house,  and  then  taking  off  his  hat,  waved 
it  over  his  head. 

This  seemed  to  have  the  effect  of  causing  the  firing  to  cease. 

“Hello,  hello!”  the  boy  called  out.  “Don’t  shoot  at  us.  We 
are  Americans  on  our  way  to  Paris.” 

Whether  the  words  were  understood  or  not,  a  man’s  head 
suddenly  appeared  from  one  of  the  windows  as  it  was  raised, 
and  after  looking  at  the  fearless  young  deadshot  in  silence  for 
a  few  seconds,  he  called  out  in  French: 

“What  do  you  want?” 

The  rising  inflection  of  the  voice  told  the  boy  that  it  was  a 
question  that  was  being  asked  him,  and  naturally  it  would  be 
•something  like  “What  do  you  want?”  so  he  took  it  for  granted 
that  such  It  was. 

Without  the  least  hesitation  he  rode  at  a  trot  straight  for 
the  house,  calling  out  to  his  companions  as  he  did  so: 

“Stay  where  you  are  until  I  satisfy  this  fellow  that  we  are 

all  right.”  ,  A  .  ■ 

The  Frenchman,  for  such  he  was,  remained  at  the  window 

until  the  boy  rode  up  close  to  it. 

Then  after  looking  at  him  curiously  for  a  moment,  he  said 
norrmthing  in  French. 

Wild  shook  his  head. 

"Can’t  understand  you,”  he  answered. 

"Par !"/  vous  Francalse?” 

-No,  I  am  an  American,  my  friend.” 

Thr;  wmu  seemed  disappointed,  but  he  brightened  up  a  little, 
*r /  then  leaving  the  window,  wont  on  through  the  house  and 
out  at  a  rear  door. 

14  liow  dismounted,  and  not  knowing  what  else  to  do,  he 
>  ,»’ht  f,  j?  the  French  document  he  was  in  possession  of  in 

;  to  th<  big  show,  and  handed  it  to  him  to  read. 

Z/.e  Vre;.'  hn.an  was  surely  a  good  scholar,  for  he  scanned 


the  paper  rapidly,  his  face  changing  expression  several  times 
as  he  did  so,  and  finally  it  became  illuminated  with  something 
that  was  akin  to  joy. 

Picking  up  the  rifle,  which  lie  had  permitted  to  rest  against 
the  corner  of  the  house,  he  pointed  it  toward  the  road  near  tho 
end  of  the  bridge,  where  Wild’s  friends  were  hidden  from 
view  behind  the  trees,  and  gave  him  to  understand  that  he  was 
sorry  he  had  fired  at  them. 

“That’s  all  right,”  the  young  deadshot  answered,  in  his  cool 
and  easy  way.  “I’ll  call  them  over  here.” 

Then  without  any  hesitation  he  turned  in  the  saddle  and 
shouted: 

“Come  on.  I  reckon  everything  is  all  right.” 

Arietta  was  the  first  to  respond,  and  as  she  put  her  horse 
to  a  gallop  and  rapidly  neared  them,  the  Frenqliman  gave  a 
nod  and  then  asked  a  question  in  his  own  language, 
v  But  Wild  could  not  answer  him,  so  he  simply  made  mo¬ 
tions  that  everything  was  all  right,  and  this  seemed  satisfac¬ 
tory. 

When  the  riders  had  dismounted  and  ITop  brought  the  teapi 
to  a  halt  right  near  the  house,  the  Frenchman  went  from  one 
to  the  other,  and  shook  them  by  the  hand. 

Then  he  looked  toward  the  house  and  shrugged  his  shoulders 
as  if  he  had  half  a  mind  to  take  them  inside. 

It  being  very  nearly  noon,  the  young  deadshot  and  his 
friends  were  more  than  willing  to  stop  there,  though  they 
did  not  care  if  they  were  not  permitted  to  enter  the  house, 
since  they  had  the  necessary  cooking  utensils  with  them  as 
well  as  plenty  to  eat. 

Wild  pointed  to  an  open  spot  that  was  not  far  distant  from 
the  barn  and  other  outbuildings,  and  made  motions  that  they 
would  ^like  to  remain  there  for  a  while. 

Before  the  Frenchman  could  make  a  reply  either  one  way 
or  the  other,  a  call  in  a  feeble  voice,  which  was  undoubtedly 
that  of  a  female,  was  heard  from  within. 

“By  jingo!”  our  hero  exclaimed,  turning  to  liis  companions. 
“He  is  not  alone  here.  There  is  some  one  in  the  house.  Bay, 
Mr.  Frenchman,  what’s  the  trouble,  anyhow?” 

He  pointed  toward  the  door  of  the  house  as  he  said  this. 

That  settled  it,  for  if  the  man  had  felt  that  it  was  not  advisa¬ 
ble  to  permit  them  to  enter  the  house,  he  suddenly  changed 
his  mind. 

He  looked  first  at  Wild,  and  then  at  Arietta,  after  which 
he  beckoned  to  the  two  to  follow  him,  making  a  further  motion 
which  indicated  that  the  rest  were  to  remain  outside. 

Wild  and  his  sweetheart  were  quick  to  respond  to  the  invi¬ 
tation. 

Into  the  house  they  went,  and  they  found  themselves  in  the 
kitchen. 

There  was  an  open  door  which  led  from  it  to  another  and 
much  larger  room,  and  as  they  looked  into  it  they  saw  a  bed 
in  one  corner  upon  which  some  one  was  lying. 

The  man  spo^e  excitedly  in  French,  and  acted  as  if  he  still 
had  his  doubts  about  doing  the  right  thing  in  admitting  them. 

But  a  voice  from  the  bed  in  something  like  English,  and 
quite  enough  to  be  understood  by  the  young  deadshot  and  his 
sweetheart,  caused  the  two  to  pay  no  further  attention  to  tho 
man,  and  they  hurried  into  the  room  without  delay. 

“Americans  come  to  help  ze  seeclr,”  were  the  words  that 
had  startled  Wild  and  Arietta. 

“Yes,  we  surely  will  help  you,”  Arietta  answered,  quickly, 
for  she  saw  it  was  a  woman  who  was  no  doubt  quite  ill,  and 
unable  to  leave  the  bed. 

The  next  minute  she  was  busy  smoothing  the  pillow  and 
talking  to  the  sick  woman  reassuringly. 

On  a  little  stand  near  the  bedside  was  a  pitcher  of  water 
and  a  glass,  so  knowing  that  she  must,  surely  be  somewhat  ex¬ 
cited,  Arietta  insisted  upon  giving  her  a  drinlc,  which  would 
help  to  quiet  her. 

Then  she  sat  down  and  began  questioning  her,  while  Wild 
and  the  Frenchman  stood  near  the  bedside,  neither  saying  a 
word. 

But  the  Frenchman  was  watching  his  wife  with  great  eager¬ 
ness  as  she  talked,  and  when  he  saw  hor  face  relax,  into  a 
happy  smile,  he  turned  to  the  young  deadshot  and  extended 
his  hand. 

It  was  a  hearty  shake  that  he  gave  the  boy  as  the  hand 
was  gripped. 

The  woman,  though  somewhat  weak,  managed  to  explain 
briefly  that  all  the  neighbors  had  fled  at  the  approach  of  the 
German  army,  but  she  being  unable  to  loavo  her  bed, 
her  husband  had  decided  to  remain  there  with  her,  and  do  his 
best,  to  protect  her  in  case  the  house  was  raided  by  tho 
Kaiser’s  men. 
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So  far  nothing  of  the  sort  had  happened,  even  to  the  neigh¬ 
bors,  but  there  was  no  telling  how  soon  it  would. 

Arit  tta  learned  that  the  ailment  tho  woman  was  suffering 
from  would  surely  keep  her  in  bed  a  week  or  more. 

Certainly  she  was  altogether  too  weak  to  think  of  moving, 
for  she  could  hardly  survive  such  a  thing. 

What  she  needed  was  careful  nursing,  and  the  necessary 
nutriment  to  build  her  up 

She  explained  that  she  had  been  a  maid  in  the  employ  of 
an  English  family  that  toured  Europe  a  few  years  before,  and 
that  was  how  she  had  picked  up  the  English  she  was  able  to 
speak. 

“I  am  very  glad  you  came,”  she  declared,  as  she  turned  and 
looked  at  Wild.  “I  am  so  seeck.  My  husband  very  good.  He 
tight  to  keep  the  Germans  from  come  to  kill  me.  He  should 
bo  a  soldier  and  figlit  for  France,  but  he  is  too  old  and  lame 
lrom  the  other  war.” 

Tho  Frenchman  really  must  have  been  past  sixty,  and  for 
the  first  time  Wild  noticed  that  one  of  his  legs  was  bent  in 
a  peculiar  fashion. 

But  certainly  he  had  shown  himself  very  gritty,  for  regard¬ 
less  of  the  fact  that  they  were  attired  in  the  costume  of  the 
Wild  West  of  America,  he  had  opened  fire  upon  them  when 
he  thought  they  were  approaching  the  house. 

Of  course  now  all  hands  had  permission  to  come  into  the 
house,  and  they  all  did  so,  with  the  exception  of  the  Chinaman, 
who  remained  near  his  team,  waiting  for  Wild  to  instruct 
his  as  to  what  he  should  do. 

Anna  and  Eloise  joined  Arietta  in  making  things  as  com¬ 
fortable  as  possible  for  the  sick  woman. 

It  being  vqry  close  to  twelve  o’clock  now,  they  even  -went 
so  far  as  to  cook  some  broth  lor  her  and  boil  a  couple  of  eggs. 

The  scout’s  wife  could  do  this  sort  of  thing  very  handily, 
and  while  she  was  engaged  in  it  Wilcb  and  his  partners  left 
the  house  with  the  Frenchman,  who  insisted  upon  taking 
them  to  the  barn,  where  they  could  not  only  stable  their 
horses,  but  hide  their  wagon,  so  it  would  not  be  seen  In  case 
German  soldiers  came  prying  about  the  premises. 

“Boys,  T  don’t  know  as  we  can  do  any  better  than  to  remain 
here  until  to-morrow,  at  the  latest.  While  I  am  not  courting 
It  exactly,  I  would  rather  like  the  Idea  of  defending  the  sick 
woman  m  case  anything  happened.  Surely  she  is  a  non- 
combatant,  anyhow,  and  being  ill  and  unable  to  get  out  of 
bed,  it  would  be  a  shame  to  have  soldiers  come  here  and  ter¬ 
rorize  her,  if  not  actually  kill  her.” 

“That’s  right,  Wild.  We’ll  stay  here.  I’ve  got  a  mighty 
good  opinion  of  the  Kaiser  an’  his  men,  but  jest  let  any  of 
that  Dutch  gang  try  to  harm  that  poor  sick  woman,  an’  they’ll 
hear  from  me  mighty  soon,  an’  don’t  you  forgit  it!  ”  the  scout 
exclaimed. 

Wild  called  Hop  to  drive  the  wagon  right  through  the  open 
doorway  of  the  big  barn,  and  the  command  was  quickly 
obeyed. 

The  Frenchman,  who  was  a  farmer  as  well  as  the  owner  of 
the  vineyard  they  saw  on  the  premises,  had  no  horses  at  all, 
though  there  were  plenty  of  stalls  there. 

He  made  them  understand  that  the  horses  had  been  pressed 
into  service  by  the  government,  and  that  he  had  been  paid  a 
fair  price  for  them. 

This  had  happened  a  week  or  two  before,  as  near  as  they 
could  make  out  from  the  way  he  told  it. 

“I  reckon  they  won’t  be  rakin’  our  horses  for  soldiers  to 
ride  on,”  Charlie  declared,  as  he  patted  the  clean-limbed  bay 
he  had  ridden  so  long  affectionately  upon  the  neck. 

“Hardly,”  the  young  deadshot  answered.  “If  any  of  the 
French  come  hero  and  see  the  horses,  they  might  feel  like 
taking  them,  for  they  certainly  haven’t  anything  exactly  like 
them  in  the  line  of  horseflesh,  as  far  as  I  have  seen.  But  I 
reckon  I’ll  be  able  to  persuade  them  to  change  their  minds.” 

As  soon  as  everything  had  been  arranged  satisfactorily,  and 
the  horses  and  wagon  were  out  of  sight  of  any  one  who  might 
bo  passing,  our  friends  returned  to  the  house  with  the  farmer, 
takin”:  with  them  some  articles  of  food  which  they  meant 
to  cook  for  the  noonday  meal. 

The  man  said  nothing  until  thoy  got  inside  and  proceeded 
to  open  up  the  packages. 

Thee  ’ben  he  lound  they  had  bacon  and  eggs  with  them,  he 
began  to  expostulate,  talking  excitedly. 

Taking  Wild  by  the  arm,  he  led  the  way  to  a  shed  that 
f.,>e*'«  :  into  rhe  kitchen,  and  there  showed  a  freshly  killed  pig 
t  t  f  *uf  i  ■  ve  weiLrh  ’d  in  the  neighborhood  of  a  hundred 
j> »  ipd't  hanging  upon  a  couple  <»f  hooks. 

""  marie-  c  l  fur  them  to  put  away  the  bacon,  and  then 
q  <  k.’y  puiied  down  the  porker  and  laid  it  upon  a  table. 


He  provided  himself  with  a  sharp  knife  in  a  burry,  and  at 
once  began  cutting  up  the  pig. 

“Pork  chops  for  dinner,  eh?"  the  scout  said,  nodding  his 
head  approvingly.  “That’s  all  right.  But  I  reckon  our  coffee 
is  good  enough.  We’ll  do  away  with  the  bacon  an’  eggs. 
Where  is  Hop?” 

“Me  light  here,  Misler  Charlie,”  came  from  the  kitchen, 
and  then  the  Chinamari  was  soon  peering  into  the  shed. 

“Take  these  things  back.  We’re  goin’  to  have  pork  for  din¬ 
ner.  It  ain’t  quite  as  good  as  the  meat  from  a  fat  young  bear, 
but  I  reckon  it’s  all  right,  even  if  the  weather  Is  putty  warm. 
I  never  did  think  a  whole  lot  of  fresh  pork  in  hot  weather, 
but  there  ain’t  no  choice  about  it  jest  now,  an’  this  here  pig 
ain’t  been  killed  very  loDg.  Most  likely  it  was  done  yister- 
day.” 

In  addition  to  the  pig  the  farmer  quickly  showed  them  that 
he  had  plenty  of  flour  on  hand,'  as  well  as  sugar  and  other 

necessities. 

In  the  absence  of  his  brother,  who  had  long  been  the  cook 
for  the  party,  Hop  was  forced  to  take  a  hand. 

But  Anna  quickly  turned  her  attention  to  them  as  soon  as 
she  had  finished  in  preparing  something  good  to  eat  for  the 
sick  woman,  and  then  in  less  than  an  hour  from  the  time  they 
arrived  at  the  farm-house  a  rousing  good  repast  was  upon  the 
kitchen  table,  which  they  declared  was  good  enough  for  them 
to  eat  there,  since  the  living-room  of  the  house  was  at  that 
time  occupied  by  the  sick  French  woman. 

The  farmer  was  growing  more  delighted  all  the  time. 

The  longer  his  guests  remained  with  him  the  better  he 
seemed  to  like  it. 

Two  or  three  times  he  went  to  his  wife  and  asked  her  what 
they  had  been  talking  about,  and  when  she  told  him  that  the 
good  American  people  were  going  to  remain  there  until  the 
following  day,  he  fairly  bubbled  over  with  joy. 

There  was  a  cellar  attached  to  the  house,  and  while  our 
friends  were  enjoying  the  really  good  meal,  he  entered  it  and 
came  cut  with  a  big  jug  of  wine. 

Hop,  who  was  sitting  at  the  table  with  the  rest,  nodded  ap¬ 
provingly,  for  he  knew  about  what  the  jug  contained. 

Glasses  and  cups  were  found,  and  the  farmer  hastened  to 
pour  them  full  of  the  rich  old  wine,  which  he  had  himself 
made  from  the  grapes  grown  upon  his  vineyard. 

But  when  he  found  that  Cheyenne  Charlie  was  the  only  one 
in  the  party  who  would  even  taste  it,  he  was  amazed. 

There  was  small  wonder  at  this,  since  the  natives  of  France 
and  other  countries  where  the  grape  is  grown  profusely  are 
great  wine  drinkers. 

Arietta  was  forced  to  go  and  explain  to  the  sick  woman 
that  they  did  not  wish  anything  in  the  way  of  strong  liquors, 
so  she  might  interpret  it  to  him  before  he  was  anything  like 
satisfied. 

As  yet  Hop  had  not  been  offered  the  wine,  so  after  seeing 
that  Charlie  seemed  to  like  it,  the  farmer  looked  around,  and 
then  nodding  his  head,  as  if  he  had  hit  upon  the  right  thing, 
he  picked  up  a  cup  that  was  filled  to  overflowing  and  handed 
it  to  the  Chinaman. 

“Muchee  ’bligee,”  Hop  said,  smiling  blandly.  “Me  like? 
goodee  Flench  wine  velly  muchee,  so  be.” 

Then  he  drank  it  almost  at  a  single  gulp. 

But  this  was  more  pleasing  than  it  was  surprising  to  the 
Frenchman,  and  he  quickly  handed  him  another  cup. 

“Hold  on  there,  Hop!”  Wild  said,  warningly.  “You  must  re¬ 
member  that  the  stuff  you  are  drinking  is  pretty  strong.” 

“How  you  knowee  lat,  Misler  Wild?  You  no  tastee.” 

“I  can  tell  by  the  looks  of  it.” 

“You  velly  smartee  Melican  boy,  Misler  Wild.  You  tellee 
allee  ’boutee  um  wine  when  you  no  dlinkee.  He,  he.  he!” 

I  reckon  it  a  in  t  so  very  strong.  Wild,”  the  scout  observed 
as  he  reached  over  and  took  the  glas3  that  had  been  meant 
for  Anna.  A  teller  was  tellin  me  in  the  hotel  in  Metz  the 
other  day  that  the  people  of  this  part  of  the  oountrv  used 
wine  mere  than  they  did  water,  when  it  comes  to  drinkin* 
purposes.  Of  course,  it  ain’t  likely  that  anv  one  wants  to 
wash  In  wine.” 


Then  he  l&ujhGd  &t.  his  little  joke,  ond  the  rest  were  forced 
to  join  in. 

Just  about  the  time  the  meal  came  to  a  close  and  Cheyenne 
lmrlie  and  Hop  were  finishing  up  the  last  of  the  wine  that 
ad  been  poured  out  by  the  farmer,  the  clattering  of  hoofs 
and  shouts  came  to  their  ears. 

I©  t  lmrlie  exclaimed,  as  he  Rnrttlf 
>  a  window.  "What's  i:n  tmw,  I 

wonder?" 

He  had  a  pretty  fair  view  of  the  bridfie  thov 


before  arriving  at  the  farm-house.  and  wii.if  v, 


i  c  ronsetl 

'*>ut  lu  his  surprise 
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reo  horsemen  wearing  the  uniforms  of  German  caval- 
iding  swiftly  toward  the  house,  brandishing  their 
;  they  came. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

TllE  RAIDERS. 

The  farmer  ran  to  the  window,  and  seeing  the  three  German 
cavalrymen  riding  straight  for  the  house,  he  gave  a  cry  of 
alarm  and  then  he  got  his  rifle,  which  was  leaning  against 
the  wall  near  the  kitchen  door. 

“Take  it  easy,  my  friend,”  Young  Wild  West  called  out,  in 
his  cool  and  easy  way.  “How  many  are  coming,  Charlie?” 

“Only  three,  Wild,”  was  the  reply. 

The  young  deadshot  then  hastened  to  the  window,  and  was 
just  in  time  to  see  the  horsemen  bring  their  horses  to  a  halt 
within  a  few  yards  of  the  house. 

“Just  see  to  it  that  the  farmer  behaves  himself,  Jim.”  the 
young  deadshot  said.  “Et,  you  go  and  calm  the  woman.  Give 
her  to  understand  that  under  no  conditions  will  we  permit 
the  Germans  to  harm  her.” 

“All  right.  Wild,”  came  the  reply,  and  then  Arietta  hurried 
into  the  adjoining  room. 

The  Frenchman  was  terribly  excited,  and  it  was  all  Jim 
could  do  to  persuade  him  not  to  open  fire  upon  the  men  if 
they  attempted  to  come  into  the  house. 

.  He  managed  to  take  the  rifle  away  from  him,  and  putting  it 
where  he  could  keep  a  watch  on  it,  he  waited. 

Finally  Wild  stepped  over  to  the  side  of  the  excited  farmer, 
so  he  might  keep  him  within  bounds. 

Laughing  hoarsely  as  if  they  were  delighted  at  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  making  a  raid  upon  ihe  farm-house,  the  three  caval¬ 
rymen  left  their  horses  tied  to  trees  near  the  roadside,  and 
then  came  hurrying  around  to  the  rear  of  the  house. 

It  was  quite  likely  that  they  had  seen  the  smoke  rising  from 
the  chimney  of  the  kitchen,  and  knew  for  a  certainty  that  the 
building  was  occupied. 

The  door  was  open,  and  when  they  rushed  to  it  and  saw  the 
young  American  deadshot  standing  at  the  side  of  the  owner 
of  the  place,  they  stopped  still  in  their  tracks  and  showed 
great  surprise. 

But  it  was  only  for  a  moment. 

Then  one  of  them  gave  a  command  in  German,  which  no 
doubt  meant  for  those  who  barred  his  way  to  step  aside,  and 
pushed  through  the  doorway. 

The  farmer  would  have  grappled  with  him,  for  he  seemed 
to  think  that  he  must  fight  for  his  own  life  and  that  of  his 


easy.  Wait  a  little  while.  They  haven’t  really  done  anything 
much  yet,  save  to  break  a  plate.  I  reckon  if  they  stop  at 
that  and  depart  peacefully  it  will  be  all  right.  We  are  not 
supposed  to  mix  up  in  any  war,  hut  I  reckon  this  isn’t  exactly 
war.  If  they  attempt  to  raid  the  house,  we’ll  stop  them,  that’s 
all.” 

The  cavalrymen  swallowed  the  wine  in  gulps,  and  kept  at  it 
until  the  jug  was  exhausted. 

Then  one  of  them  deliberately  hurled  it  upon  the  floor,  and 
smashed  it  to  pieces. 

One  of  the  broken  pieces  struck  Wild  on  the  breast. 

While  it  did  not  hurt  him  any,  it  angered  him  somewhat. 

“Say,”  he  called  out,  in  a  commanding  tone  of  voice,  “I 
reckon  you  have  got  to  stop  this.  If  you  were  hungry  and 
thirsty,  and  came  here  to  get  something  to  eat  and  drink,  it’s 
all  right.  But  don’t  go  to  smashing  tilings.’* 

They  did  not  understand  what  he  said,  but  his  manner  was 
sufficient  to  let  them  know  that  he  resented  what  they  were 
doing. 

It  was  a  pretty  sure  thing  that  neither  of  them  had  ever 
heard  of  Young  Wild  West’s  Wild  West  Show,  and  even  though 
the  young  deadshot  and  his  partners  might  have  appeared 
rather  strange  to  them  in  such  an  attire  as  they  wore,  they 
were  not  going  to  pay  much  attention  to  them,  as  far  as  re¬ 
ceiving  orders  was  concerned. 

By  this  time  Cheyenne  Charlie  was  fairly  boiling  with  anger. 

“I’d  jest  like  to  git  hold  of  one  of  ’em,  Wild,”  lie  called  out, 
excitedly.  “The  measly  coyotes  think  they  kin  do  as  they 
want  to  here.  I  never  seen  anything  like  this  afore,  an’ 
blamed  if  I  kin  stand  it  much  longer.” 

“Keep  cool,  Charlie,”  was  the  advice  the  young  deadshot 
gave  him. 

Jim,  who  always  was  cool  and  collected,  did  not  say  a  word, 
but  lie  was  keeping  his  eyes  open,  and  he  was  ready  to  act  the 
moment  it  became  necessary  to  do  so. 

The  farmer  left  his  position  in  the  corner,  and  started  to 
leave  the  kitchen,  no  doubt  for  the  pui'pose  of  consoling  his 
wife. 

But  before  he  could  get  out  of  the  room  one  of  the  ruffianly 
soldiers  caught  him  by  the  arm  and  swung  him  around,  so 
that  he  went  staggering  against  one  of  the.  others. 

No  doubt  they  would  have  proceeded  to  make  a  football  of 
the  man  if  Young  Wild  West  had  not  interfered. 

As  quick  as  a  flash  the  agile  boy  leaped  forward,  and  giv¬ 
ing  the  fellowr  a  push  just  as  he  v/as  about  to  wipe  up  the  floor 
with  the  Frenchman,  sent  him  sprawling  upon  his  back  in  a 
corner. 


sick  wife. 

Wild  wras  compelled  to  fling  him  back  into  the  room,  and 
then  permitting  the  German  to  enter,  he  stepped  over,  and 
touching  him  on  the  arm,  said  in  German,  as  well  as  he  knew 
it:  t 

“What  do  you  want  here?” 

The  man  laughed  at  the  remark,  and  then  called  for  his  com¬ 
panions  to  enter. 

Charlie  and  Jim  hesitated,  but  when  they  saw  that  the 
young  deadshot  was  not  opposed  to  them  coming  in,  he  said 

nothing. 

Once  they  got  inside  they  quickly  turned  their  attention  to 
what  had  been  left  from  the  noonday  meal,  grabbing  up  the 
food,  and  beginning  to  eat  it. 

The  Frenchman,  now  somewhat  subdued,  stood  in  a  corner, 

glaring  at  them. 

Anna  and  Eloise  had  followed  Arietta  into  the  other  room 
before  the  soldiers  came  in,  so  as  yet  the  Germans  had  not 
seen  any  females. 

Even  though  our  three  friends  were  armed  as  they  usually 
were,  the  cavalrymen  did  not  seem  to  care  one  bit  for  them. 

The  one  who  had  entered  first  now  followed  the  example 
of  the  others.  2nd  he  made  a  dive  for  a  pork  chop,  w'hich  was 
>on  a  platter  in  the  center  of  the  table, 
one  of  the  others  was  a  little  too  quick  for  him,  and 
led  in  getting  it  before  his  fingers  could  touch  the  meat, 
the  follow  deliberately  picked  up  the  plate  it  had  been 
Dd  threw  it  across  tin  room,  shattering  it  against  the 
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roualy  at  this,  while  they  k^pt  going 
for  something  else, 
vhich  contained  quite  a  quantity  of  wine 
•d,  was  spied. 

light  came  from  them,  and  they  at  once 
out  in  the  flips  that  were  on  the  table, 
id.  irov. ningly,  “don’t  you  tliink  they’re 
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the  reply.  “But  take  it 


This  was  quite  enough  to  incense  the  other  two  to  fight. 

One  of  them  drew  the  heavy  sword  he  carried,  and  raised 
it  as  if  to  strike  the  young  deadshot. 

But  Jim  Dart  quickly  seized  him  by  the  wrist,  and  a  quick 
wrench  caused  him  to  drop  the  weapon,  which  fell  to  the  floor 
with  a  ring. 

“Whoopee,  whoopee!  I  can’t  stand  it  no  longer,”  came  from 
tile  scout,  and  then  he  leaped  forward  and  struck  out  right 
and  left,  sending  the  two  who  were  still  upon  their  feet  to  the 
floor. 

“Wow,  wow!”  he  yelled,  jumping  about,  his  fists  doubled  up. 
“1  don’t  care  what  kind  of  soldiers  they  are,  they  ain’t  goin’ 
to  bulldoze  us.” 

Wild  did  not  try  to  stop  him. 

The  fellow  he  had  pushed  over  into  the  corner  now  started 
to  the  assistance  of  his  fallen  companions,  pulling  a  heavy 
revolver  as  he  did  so. 

No  doubt  he  would  have  shot,  Charlie  if  Wild  had  not  been 
quick  enough  to  prevent  it. 

The  young  deadshot’s  hand  flaw  to  his  gun,  and  quickly  It 
was  leveled. 

Crack! 

As  the  sharp  report  rang  out  the  revolver  the  cavalryman 
was  about  to  fire  fell  from  his  hand,  while  he  gave  a  startled 
cry  and  leaped  back. 

“You  can’t  come  that  little  game,  not  when  T  am  around, 
you  sneaking  coyote!”  the  young  deadshot  exclaimed,  his  eyes 
flashing  dangerously.  “I  didn’t  hurt  you  one  little  bit.  That 
bullet  just  hit  the  gun  mighty  close  to  your  fingers.  Probably 
you  felt  a  little  sting,  but  that’s  all." 

The  fellow'  was  much  frightened  now. 

He  looked  at  bis  hand,  and  finding  Hint,  there  was  nothing 
the  matter  with  it,  he  turned  his  oyes  to  the  revolver  which 
had  fallen  from  It.  , 

Then  Wild  stepped  over,  and  picking  up  the  weapon,  put 
it  In  t’ne  owner’s  holster,  at  the  same  time  touching  him  on 
the  urm  and  nodding  to  show  that  be  meant  business. 
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Meanwhile,  the  two  Charlie  had  knocked  down  were  sitting 
u  lit  neither  o'“  them  attempted  to  get  upon  their  feet. 

ie  scout  stood  over  them,  ready  to  knock  them  down  the 
m  out  tl.'oy  did  so.  and  probably  they  knew  it. 

i  ae  farmer,  taking  advantage  cf  it,  had  gone  to  the  other 
room,  where  ho  could  now  be  heard  talking  excitedly. 

Arietta  appeared  in  the  doorway,  and  when  she  saw  that 
’1:  young  deadshot  and  his  partners  were  in  complete  control 
of  the  situation,  she  smilingly  said  : 

“It  had  to  come  to  a  fight,,  eh.  Wild?” 

“Not  much  of  a  fight,  little  girl,”  was  the  reply.  “Charlie 
broke  loose  and  knocked  a  couple  of  them  down.  I  shot  a  gun 
from  that  follow’s  hand.” 

Ho  pointed  toward  the  man  who  was  standing  in  the  corner. 

“Nobody  hurt  at  all,  unless  it  may  be  a  black  eye,  for  I 
suppose  Charlie’s  fist  is  pretty  hard,  and  he  certainly  did  strike 
a  couple  of  heavy  blows.” 

“I  had  to  strike  mighty  heavy,  Wild.  I  want  you  to  know 
them  two  men  are  big  fellers.  No  little  blow  would  knock 
’em  down.” 

“That’s  ail  right.  Don’t  hit  them  again,  unless  it  is  really 
necessary.  Now  then,  you  two  fellows  get  up.” 

As  the  boy  said  this  he  motioned  for  the  two  to  arise  to 
their  feet. 

They  hesitated,  but  after  looking  at  each  other  for  a  mo- 
meut,  obeyed. 

When  they  saw  the  girl  standing  in  the  doorway  they 
sec-med  to  forget  for  the  moment  what  had  happened  to  them, 
an  1  looked  at  her  in  amazement. 

Arietta  came  on  in,  paying  no  attention  to  them,  and 
promptly  began  picking  up  the  broken  pieces  of  the  jug  and 
plate. 

'i  ben  Anna  entered,  leaving  Eloise  with  the  Frenchman  and 
his  wife. 

More  surprise  was  shown  by  the  cavalrymen. 

Anna  was  a  little  timid,  but  she  quickly  assisted  Arietta, 
and  the  two  proceeded  to  clear  up  the  remains  of  the  noon¬ 
day  ipeal. 

“1  reckon  you  fellows  had  better  vamoose,”  Wild  said,  sud¬ 
denly,  as  he  motioned  toward  the  door. 

•Tim  picked  up  the  saber7  that  still  lay  upon  the  floor,  and 
handing  it  to  the  owner,  took  him  by  the  arm  and  actually 
escorted  him  outside.  ) 

The  others  were  perfectly  willing  to  leave,  it  seemed,  for 
they  lost  no  time  in  doing  so. 

Wild  and  his  partners  followed  them  arouiid  to  where  the 
hrr>es  were  tied,  and  watched  them  as  they  made  ready  to 
leave. 

Once  they  got  into  the  saddle  the  Germans  showed  their 
anger  by  shaking  their  fists  at  the  three  Americans,  -who 
laughed  derisively. 

But  they  evidently  knew  that  they  stood  no  possible  chance, 
so  they  went  galloping  along  the  road  and  quickly  wore  out 
of  sight  behind  a  bend  that  was  but  a  short  distance  from 
the  building. 

“Boys,”  the  young  deadshot  sgid,  as  he  nodded  to  his  part¬ 
ners-.  “I  reckon  this  isn’t  the  last  of  this.  I  imagine  that 
those  fellows  will  go  and  find  some  of  their  comrades  as 
quickly  as  possible,  and  then  they’ll  come  back,  looking  for 
satisfaction.  It’s  too  bad  that  woman  is  too  ill  to  be  moved. 
We  might  put  her  in  the  wagon  and  take  her  to  some  safe 
place.  But  Ariettn  says  it  would  be  sure  death  to  her,  so 
we’ll  have  to  stay  here  and  protect  her,  and  that’s  all  there 
is  to  it.” 

“We  kin  do  that  all  right,  Wild,  an’  don’t  you  forgit  it.” 
the  scout  declared.  “I  don’t  care  if  a  hundred  of  them  sol- 
diets  comes  here.” 

“1  hardly  think  there  will  be  as  many  ns  that  to  come. " 
.rim  spoke  up.  “Rut  I  agree  with  Wild.  They  certainly  will 
loci-  for  some  more,  and  then  they’ll  come  back  to  get  square.” 

They  went  on  back  in  the  house,  and  found  that  the  sick 
woman,  though  somewhat  excited,  was  in  pretty  good  spirits. 

Then  Wild  spoke  to  her  in  his  persuasive  way,  and  assured 
her  again  and  again  that  she  would  be  protected,  and  need 
not  fear  being  harmed. 

The  farmer  was  still  much  excited,  and  grabbing  his  rifle, 
he  went  outside,  as  If  be  wanted  to  get  a  shot  at  the  three 
disturbers. 

Wild  did  not  prevent  him  from  doing  this,  but  when  he 
went  out  a  few  minutes  laler  and  found  him  coming  hack 
apparently  satisfied,  he  nodded  to  him  and  said: 

“It's  all  righ»,  old  fellow.  They  were  glad  enough  to  get 
a  way. " 

“Oui,"  was  the  reply,  just  as  if  he  understood  the  bov’s 

words. 


All  this  time  nothing  had  been  seen  of  Hop,  and  no  one 
seemed  to  have  thought  of  him. 

But  since  the  excitement  was  all  over  it  was  natural  that 
lit1  would  be  missed,  and  when  Wild  entered  the  kitchen, 
where  Arietta  and  Anna  were  still  at  work  clean iug  up,  he 
looked  around  for  the  Chinaman. 

“Where  is  Hop?”. he  asked. 

“I  haven’t  seen  him  since  he  took  the  last  cup  of  wine  with 
Charlie,”  Anna  answered,  somewhat  surprised. 

“Maybe  he  went  out  to  the  stable,”  Jim  suggested,  as  he 
came  In.  “I’ll  go  and  see.” 

This  he  did,  but  when  he  came  in  a  couple  of  minutes  later 
and  declared  that  Hop  was  nowhere  to  be  found  around  the 
outbuildings,  they  were  all  somewhat  puzzled. 

The  farmer  came  in  after  a  while,  and  for  some  reason  of 
his  own  went  down  into  the  cellar. 

He  had  barely  got  down  the  little  stairway  when  he  gave 
vept  to  an  expression  of  surprise,  which  came  to  the  ears 
of  those  in  the  kitchen. 

Then  he  spoke  something  in  French,  as  if  he  was  asking  a 

question. 

“He’s  talkin’  to  some  one!”  Charlie  exclaimed.  “I’ll  bet  all 
I’m  worth  it’s  Hop.” 

Then  he  quickly  dashed  dowu  into  the  cellar,  almost  up¬ 
setting  the  Frenchman  as  he  did  so. 

Hop  was  there,  sure  enough. 

Tie  was  sitting  on  a  cask  of  wine  right  before  another 
cask  which  had  a  spigot  in  it. 

In  his  hand  was  a  tin  cup,  and  it  was  very  plain  that  he 
had  been  helping  himself  to  the  contents  of  the  cask. 

“Hello,  Misler  Charlie!”  he  called  out,  laughing  in  a  simple 
sort  of  way.  “You  allee  samee  just  in  timee,  so  be.  Havee 
lillee  dlink.  ”  . 

He  reached  over  and  drew  some  wine  from  the  spigot,  and 
then  held  it  out  for  the  scout 

“You  drunken  heathen  galoot!”  the  scout  exclaimed,  and 
then  he  kicked  the  cup  from  the  Chinaman’s  hands,  causing 
the  contents  to  fall  into  his  face. 

“Hip  hi!  Whattee  inattee?”  Hop  exclaimed,  as  he. leaped 
to  his  feet  and  made  a  bolt  for  the  stairway. 

Then  again  the  Frenchman  was  suddenly  knocked  from  his 
feet,  for  he  happened  to  be  in  the  way. 

But  Hop  managed  to  get  out  of  the  cellar  all  right,  only 
to  find  himself  confronted  by  Wild  and  .Tim. 

“Velly  nicee  day,  so  he.  Misler  Wild,”  the  heathen  ex¬ 
claimed.  as  he  tried  to  steady  himself  and  walk  across  the 
room. 


“It  seems  so,”  was  the  reply.  “All  right,  nop.  You  had 
to  go  and  do  it,  I  see.” 

“Me  no  do  somethling,  Misler  Wild,”  was  the  innocent  re¬ 
ply- 


“No,  you  didn’t  do  anything  but  simply  go  down  in  the 
cellar  and  fill  yourself  with  the  farmer’s  wine.  You  are  in 
a  fine  condition  now  to  put  up  a  fight.  Why,  we  except  about 
a  hundred  German  soldiers  here  to  clean  us  out  at  any  mo¬ 
ment.  ” 

Up  came  Charlie. 

“I  know  what  we’ll  do.  Wild.  We'll  sober  him  up!”  he 
exclaimed.  “Jest  leave  it  to  me.  I’ll  fix  the  heathen  galoot 
all  right.”  \ 

.  “Go  ahead,  Charlie.  I  reckon  he  needs  a  little  punish¬ 
ment.” 


lhe  scout  was  delighted  at  the  opportunity,  and  without 
waiting  a  moment  he  caught  Hop  by  the  queue  and  half 
dragged  him  out  of  the  kitchen. 

There  was  a  well  right  close  to  the  rear  of  the  house,  and 
near  it  was  a  smaU  tree. 

The  scout  did  not  stop  until  he  reached  the  tree  and  then 
lie  wound  Hop’s  queue  about  it  and  made  a  knot,  for  it  was 
just  about  long  enough  to  permit  this  to  he  done.  ' 

Don  t  j ou  ti  j  to  git  away,  If  you  do  vour  blamed  hair 
will  come  out  by  the  roots,  heathen!”  Charlie  exclaimed  ns 
Hop  raised  his  hands  to  free  himself.  “Keep  vour  hands 
down.  too.  or  I’ll  shoot  daylight  through  you.-  * 

A  threatening  move  with  a  revolver  was  made  and  Hop 
dropped  his  hands.  ’  v 

“Stoppee  lat.  Misler  Charlie!”  lie  called  cut,  pleadingly. 

Me  velly  solly  it  me  do  somethling  wlong  so  lie  But  nin 
Flenchman’s  wine  tastee  velly  nicee.  and  me  makee  higee  mis- 
takee.  maybe.” 

'  You  made  a  big  mistake,  all  right.  Now  vou  lost  wilt 
But  I  reckon  T ‘11  take  off  that  coat  of  yours,  Vau>.»  pave 


got  so  many  things  in  the  pockets  tin 
to  spoil  it.” 

Hop  was  forced  to  permit  the  blouse  to  In 
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which  renlly  was  a  very  valuable  garment,  since  the  inside 
w»«  lined  with  a  series  of  pockets  each  of  which  contained 
-  in c  That  was  of  great  value  to  him  in  performing  the 

s!  ■«.  '  Ici’id  tricks  for  which  he  was  famous. 

Mm  look  the  garment  from  the  scout,  while  Wild  stepped 
up  before  the  Chinaman  and  looked  at  him  sternly. 

kYou  are  g  ing  to  take  your  medicine.  Hop,”  he  said.  “You 
had  better  take  it  easy,  too,  for  it  won’t  do  you  any  g^od 
to  put  up  n  kick." 

“That’s  the  way  to  talk  to  him,  Wild,”  the  scout  called  out. 
n>  he  ran  to  the  well  and  lowered  the  bucket  that  was  there 
for  the  purpose. 

The  bucket  being  tilled,  he  hauled  it  up,  and  then  with¬ 
out  waiting  an  Instant  he  sprang  forward  and  doused  the 
Ch  Taman  squarely  upon  the  head. 

“That  will  sober  him  all  right.  Wait  till  I  git  some  more.” 

He  did  not  stop  until  he  had  thrown  three  buckets  of 
water  upon  the  Chinaman. 

Then  Wild  released  him  and  ordered  him  to  go  somewhere 
and  lie  down.  < 

At  that  very  moment  the  clatter  of  hoofs  sounded  from  up 
the  road. 

It  was  a  pretty  sure  thing  that  the  three  German  cavalry¬ 
men  had  found  others  to  come  and  help  them  raid  the  house. 

Our  friends  felt  this  was  the  size  of  it,  and  they  hastened 
to  make  preparations  for  a  defense. 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  OPPORTUNE  ARRIVAL  OF  A  GERMAN  OFFICER. 

No  one  knew  better  than  Young  Wild  West  himself  that 
the  stand  our  friends  had  taken  in  defending  the  French 
farmer  and  his  sick  wife  might  mean  dire  disaster  for  them. 

Even  though  they  were  on  French  soil,  the  Germans  had 
gained  a  foothold  there,  and  were  in  full  power. 

But  the  young  deadshot  coulcl  not  stand  idly  by  and  see 
the  house  of  the  unfortunate  couple  raided,  while  they  per¬ 
haps  might  be  seriously  injured  or  probably  killed. 

“Don’t  do  any  shooting,  boys,”  he  said  to  Charlie  and  Jim, 
as  he  hastily  left  the  house. 

As  he  reached  the  corner  of  the  building  he  saw  as  many 
as  a  dozen  horsemen  riding  up. 

lie  was  not  able  to  recognize  them  just  then,  but  he  felt 
certain  that  the  three  w'ho  had  been  sent  away  were  among 
the  number. 

The  moment  they  saw  the  American  boy  standing  there 
the  cavalrymen  broke  into  a  yell  that  was  almost  savage,  and 
waved  their  sabers  threateningly  as  they  kept  riding  toward 
the  house.  > 

Xot  satisfied  with  doing  this,  one  of  them  actually  fired  a 
shot  at  the  boy,  which  was  no  doubt  meant  to  kill  him. 

The  bullet  whizzed  over  his  head,  however,  and  feeling  that 
it  was  not  altogether  safe  to  remain  there,  Wild  quickly 
made  his  way  back  into  the  house. 

“They  mean  business,”  he  said,  his  eyes  flashing  with  de¬ 
termination.  “But  don’t  put  up  a  fight,  boys,  unless  there  is 
no  other  way.” 

I?;  Hit  around  to  the  rear  of  the  house  the  cavalrymen  came, 
anil  then  dismounting,  made  a  rush  to  enter  the  building. 

Wild  was  standing  in  the  doorway. 

-Hold  on  I"  he  called  out.  in  a  commanding  voice.  “You 
people  are  at  war  with  France,  but  that  don't  mean  that  you 
should  harm  those  who  are  defenseless.  There  is  a  woman 
very  sick  here,  and  the  excitement  may  be  the  means  of  kill¬ 
ing  her.”  ,  . 

But  not  a  man  there  understood  what  he  said,  and  in  they 
rushed,  forcing  the  young .  deadshot  to  step  aside. 

There  were  just  twelve  in  the  party,  and  when  Wild  and 
Ids  partners  recognized  the  three  who  had  been  there  a  short 
tin.*-  before,  they  were  absolutely  certain  that  thpy  had  come 
for  the  purpose  of  raiding  the  house  and  perhaps  wreck- 

Tie-  girls  were  in  the  other  room  with  the  sick  woman, 
wbik  II  p  had  gone  to  the  bam  after  having  been  thor¬ 
oughly  doused  with  water  by  the  scout. 

T1  farnur  <tood  at  the  door  that  opened  into  the  siclc- 
r<> j,>  rifle  gripped  and  ready  for  use. 

feeing  that  )t“  was  likely  to  fire  at  any  moment,  Wild  ran 
j  ‘  the  rifF  from  him,  at  the  same  time  motion¬ 

ing'  birr,  to  go  and  bide  somewhere. 

iMuetantl y  the  man  obeyed. 

Then  a*  the  Germans  began  upsetting  everything  tlie.v 
f«r  ,)  P tty  their  bands  upon  In  a  search  for  something  to  eat 
*•  drink  the  1  *»y  turned  back  to  the  kitchen,  where  Chnrlh 
Ml  .  jiru  wv:e  almost  being  Jostled  about  by  the  Invaders. 


In  less  than  two  minutes  one  of  them  dissevered  the  cellar, 
and  then  with  a  shout  he  dashed  down  and  quickly  found 
the  wine  that  was  there. 

That  was  enough. 

Every  man  of  them  hurriedly  descended  to  the  cellar,  and 
then  their  hoarse  shouts  and  bursts  of  laughter  told  that 
they  were  enjoying  the  benefits  that  could  be  derived  from 
the  very  good  wine  the  fanner  had  there. 

“Well,  boys,”  Wild  said,  a  peculiar  smile  on  his  face  as  he 
nodded  to  Charlie  and  Jim.  “they  are  all  dpwn  in  the  cellar. 
I  reckon  we  may  as  well  try  and  keep  them  there  for  a 
while.  If  you  two  can  hold  them  there  for  about,  half  an 
hour,  I  reckon  I  can  fix  things  up  so  it  will  be  all  right. 
There  must  be  a  camp  of  some  division  of  the  Kaiser’s  army 
close  by.  If  I  can  find  an  officer  who  understands  English 
it  won't  take  me  long  to  convince  him  that  we  should  not 
be  molested,  and  I’ll  bring  him  here  without  delay.” 

Then  the  boy  .stepped  over  and  quickly  closed  the  cellar 
door. 

There  was  uo  look  upon  it,  so  he  nodded  to  his  partners, 
and  they  promptly  began  lifting  a  heavy  chest  which  was 
quickly  placed  upon  the  door,  which  was  really  a  sort  of  trap¬ 
door,  forming  a  part  of  the  floor. 

This  done,  the  table  was  moved  over,  making  it  almost 
impossible  for  those  below  to  raise  the  door,  since  only  about 
two  of  them  could  work  at  one  time,  on  account  of  the  stair- 
way  being  so  steep  and  narrow. 

But  the  Germans  quickly  discovered  that  they  were  being 
trapped,  and  shouts  at  once  arose. 

Then  they  began  shooting,  the  bullets  tearing  holes  through 
the  floor  and  causing  our  three  friends  to  get  out  of  tho 
way. 

“This  won’t  do,  boys,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  shaking 
his  head  and  looking  very  serious.  “They  will  shoot  their 
way  out,  if  they  keep  on,  I  reckon  it  wouldn’t  be  safe  for  me 
to  leave  here.  But  I’ll  just  go  out  and  look  around  for  a 
minute.  If  it*  conies  to  the  worst,  cover  them  if  they  attempt 
to  come  out  and  try  and  hold  them.” 

“Right  you  are.  Wild,”  the  scout  answered,  a  grim  smile 
showing  on  his  face.  “They’re  the  Kaiser’s  soldiers,  all  right, 
but  that  don’t  make  no  difference.  They’ve  come  here  to 
raise  ructions,  which  ain’t  war,  an’  I  ain’t  goin’  to  stand  for 
nothin’  like  that.” 

The  young  deadshot  quickly  slipped  out  of  the  house  and 
ran  out  to  the  road. 

He  looked  in  both  directions,  but  there  was  no  sign  of  any 
one  approaching.  ' 

Just  then  the  imprisoned  cavalrymen  in  the  cellar  began 
firing  again,  and  he  was  just  about  to  turn  to  go  back  to  the 
house  when  he  saw  a  solitary  rider  approaching  from  the  di¬ 
rection  the  cavalrymen  had  come  a  short  time  before. 

Wild  gave  a  start,  for  it  struck  him  right  away  that  it 
might  be  an  officer. 

The  horseman  quickly  drew  nearer,  and  then  sure  enough, 
he  discovered  that  he  was  an  officer,  for  he  could  tell  that 
by  the  uniform  and  helmet. 

The  boy  waved  to  him  to  hurry  up,  and  then  the  pace  of 
the  horse  was  increased. 

The  man  was  a  lieutenant  of  the  Royal  Cavalry  Brigade, 
as  Wild  could  tell  plainly,  for  he  had  taken  good  notice  of 
the  marks  that  graded  the  German  officers  during  his  long 
stay  in  Berlin. 

“How  are  you,  lieutenant?”  the  boy  said,  in  his  cool  and 
easy  way,  as  the  horse  was  reined  in  right  before  him. 

“Young  Wild  West!”  came  from  the  man,  who  seemed  to 
be  astonished. 

“That’s  right,  my  friend.  I  don't  know  you,  but  I’m  mighty 
glad  you  know  me.  I  reckon  you’re  just  the  one  I  want  to 
see.  You  heard  the  shooting,  I  suppose?” 

“Yes,  what  is  it?”  and  then  the  lieutenant  looked  toward 
the  house. 

“A  dozen  cavalrymen  are  in  the  cellar  of  that  house  get¬ 
ting  drunk  on  tho  wine  that  is  there.  A  poor  farmer  who 
has  a  wife  who  is  too  ill  to  leave  her  bed  are  inside  with  my 
partners  and  the  young  ladies  who  travel  with  ns.  They  are 
all  in  danger,  for  it  seems  that  your  men  have  made  up  their 
minds  to  raid  the  house.” 

“It  is  sorry  I  am,  Young  Wild  West,”  the  officer-  answered, 
with  a  shrug  of  Ids  shoulders.  “But  the  war  is  raging  and 
it’s  hard  to  prevent  the  soldiers  from  looking  for  pillage. 
Why  did  the  Frenchman  stay  here?  He  had  plenty  of  time  to 
leave  when  he  knew  our  troops  were  eomirig.  ” 

“I  just  told  you.  lieutenant,"  the  boy  answered,  somewhat 
harply,  “that  he  has  a  wife  who  is  too  ill  to  be  removed  from 
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her  bed.  Now  then,  if  you  have  a  spark  of  humanity  within 
your  breast,  you  will  put  a  stop  to  tills  thing  right  away.  As 
you  say,  the  war  is  raging.  But  that  don't  mean  that  a  poor 
sick  woman  must  be  slaughtered.  I  am  sure  the  farmer 
would  be  willing  to  give  the  cavalrymen  all  the  wine  he  lias 
In  the  house.  Another  thing,  see  here." 

Then  the  boy  quickly  drew  the  reliable  old  document  from 
his  pocket,  and  showed  the  officer  the  royal  seal. 

“I  demand  of  you,  lieutenant,  that  we  Americans  are  pro¬ 
tected.  ” 

That  altered  the  situation  instantly. 

The  German  officer  quickly  apologized,  and  then  bade  the 
boy  come  on,  while  he  rode  directly  to  the  house. 

Wild  was  right  by  the  door  when  he  dismounted,  and  just 
then  the  angry  cavalrymen  succeeded  in  opening  the  trapdoor, 
sending  the  big  chest  rolling  over  with  a  crash. 

“Whoopee,  whoopee!” 

It  was  Cheyenne  Charlie  who  gave  the  shout. 

There  he  stood,  a  revolver  in  either  hand,  as  the  astounded 
lieutenant  and  Wild  rushed  in. 

“Hold  ou.  Charlie!”  the  young  deadshot  called  out.  “We 
have  got  some  one  here  to  slop  this  fun.” 

The  lieutenant  uttered  a  command  which  rang  loud  and 
clear,  and  the  enraged  cavalrymen  who  were  emerging  from 
the  cellar  paused  and  looked  at  him  in  dismay. 

Another  command  was  given,  and  then  there  came  a  quick 
silence. 

What  the  officer  said  to  them  our  friends  did  not  know. 

They  did  not  care  a  great  deal,  either,  since  they  knew  that 
they  were  safe. 

One  by  one  they  came  up  out  of  the  cellar,  each  saluting 
the  lieutenant  as  he  did  so. 

He  motioned  them  to  go  outside,  which  they  promptly  did. 

Then  he  turned  to  Wiid  and  said: 

**1  am  very  glad  I  have  been  able  to  be  of  service  to  you. 
I  can  see  that  considerable  damage  has  been  done.  But  since 
this  place  isn’t  your  property,  you  certainly  can’t  expect  any 
damage  to  be  paid.” 

“I  don’t  expect  anything  like  that,  lieutenant.  We  hap¬ 
pened  to  stop  here  and  found  that  there  was  a  very  sick 
woman  in  bed.  We  were  invited  to  stay  for  a  while,  and 
while  we  were  here  three  cavalrymen  came  up  and  attempted 
to  clean  us  all  out.  We  got  the  best  of  them  and  forced  them 
to  go  away,  which  they  did,  only  to  meet  others  and  return. 
I  am  sorry  we  had  to  (lo  anything  against  the  Kaiser’s  army, 
foy  as  yoq  ought  to  know,  wo  are  all  strictly  neutral.” 

“Young  Wild  West,”  the  officer  answered,  rather  gravely, 
“it  is  only  because  1  know  you  and  that  T  have  seen  the  royal 
document  you  possess,  that  lias  made  me  stop  this  wliat  you 
might  call  an  outrage.  As  to  the  farmer  and  his  wife,  I  have 
nothing  to  say.  .They  should  have  taken  flight,  even  though 
the  woman  was  asrill  as  yon  say.” 

“All  right,  lieutenant.  I  am  not  going  to  argue  the  question 
with  you.  But  as  we  are  going  to  remain  here  for  a  day  or 
two,  I  suppose  we  can  have  an  understanding  that  the  house 
will  not  be  attacked.” 

"Not  as  long  as  you  Americans  are  here.”  was  the  reply. 

“All  right.  That  suits  me.” 

The  lieutenant  then  put  out  his  hand,  and  Wild  gripped  it 
heartily. 

As  they  started  to  go  outside  excited  cries  were  heard  from 
the  barn. 

“Great  gimlets!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie,  rushing  past 
Wild  and  the  lieutenant  in  his  hurry  to  get  outside.  "Them 
blamed  soldiers  is  after  Hop.” 

He  was  about  right  in  what  he  said,  for  a  couple  of  the 
men,  after  being  ordered  from  the  house  by  their  superior,  had 
hurried  to  the  barn,  probably  for  the  purpose  of  finding  some¬ 
thing  there  which  might  come  In  handy  for  them. 

As  luck  would  have  it,  they  came  upon  the  sleeping  China¬ 
man  almost  tiie  first  thing. 

The  wine  Hop  had  imbibed  during  his  stay  in  the  cellar 
had  made  him  drowsy,  and  in  spite  of  the  water  that  had 
been  poured  upon  him  by  the  scout,  ho  had  dropped  off  to 
sleep  the  moment  he  found  a  place  where  he  could  He  down. 

But  when  a  couple  of  sound  kicks  were  administered  to 
him,  the  Chinaman  awoke  and  struggled  to  his  feet,  only  to 
find  himself  confronted  by  the  two  men.  who  wore  waving 
their  swords  ns  if  they  meant  to  cut  him  down. 

It  was  but  natural  that  Hop  should  let  out  a  yell  for  help 
and  he  did  It  lustily. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  ran  with  the  speed  of  n  deer,  and  leaped 
Into  the  barn  just  in  time  to  see  the  two  envalrymeu  begin  to 
chase  the  Chinaman  about  in  the  rather  narrow  quarters. 

'  Hold  on,  there!"  the  scout  roared,  and  then  with  a  leap  lie  I 


seized  one  of  the  men  by  the  collar  of  his  coat  and  gave  him 
such  a  pull  backwards  that  he  sent  him  sprawling  upon  the 
floor.  “Let  that  heathen  alone. " 

The  other  turned  and  made  a  slash  at  him  with  the  saber 
lie  had  In  his  hand.  * 

Charlie  was  lucky  enough  to  avoid  the  blow. 

If  he  had  not  ducked  in  time  the  chances  are  uu  end  would 
have  been  put  to  him  right  then  and  there. 

Spat! 

Ilis  left  fist  shot  forward  as  he  raised  himself  with  a 
spring,  and  catching  the  cavalryman  squnrt  ly  upon  the  chin, 
sent  him  to  the  floor  so  quickly  that  his  head  struck  hard, 
and  rendered  him  senseless. 

But  Wild,  .Tim,  and  the  lieutenant  were  now  upon  the  scene, 
and  before  the  other  cavalryman  could  do  anything  the  young 
deadshot  grabbed  him  and  hustled  him  outside. 

“Hip  hi!  Whattee  mattee?”  Hop  shouted,  as  lie  stood  at 
the  further  side  of  the  space  in  the  barn,  rubbing  his  eyes. 
“Me  feelee  allee  samee  .velly  muebee  bad,  Misler  Wild.” 

“Our  Chinaman,  lieutenant.  He  is  traveling  with  us,  and 
of  course  is  under  our  protection,”  Wild  explained. 

“Yes,  I  know,”  was  the  reply,  and  the  officer  shrugged  his 
shoulders. 

Then  he  walked  over  to  the  fallen  man.  who  was  just  com¬ 
ing  to,  and  demanded  of  him  to  know  what  had  happened. 

But  it  was  little  that  he  could  explain  just  then,  so  the 
other  fellow  was  called,  and  his  version  of  it  was  that  the 
Chinaman  had  attacked  them  as  they  entered  the  barn. 

But  it  made  little  or  no  difference. 

Wild  had  the  upper  hand  just  then,  so  the  lieutenant  or¬ 
dered  the  men  to  get  off  the  premises  without  delay. 

Wliea  they  had  all  nodded  and  started  to  obey,  the  lieu¬ 
tenant  turned  to  the  young  deadshot  and  his  partners,  who 
were  standing  at  the  end  of  the  house,  and  said: 

“My  American  friends,  I  have  promised  you  thaj  the  house 
will  not  be  molested  while  you  are  occupying  it.  But  if  you 
will  lake  my  advice  you  will  leave  it  without  delay,  and  go 
back  into  Germany.” 

“That’s  all  right,  lieutenant.”  the  young  deadshot  answered. 
In  his  cool  and  easy  way.  "I  reckon  we’ll  go  back  there  after 
a  while.  But  you  see,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  help  out 
the  farmer  and  his  sick  wife,  and  just  as  soon  as  it  is  pos¬ 
sible  I’ll  have  them  leave  here.  Then  your  soldiers  can  come 
and  burn  the  building  if  they  like.  That’s  what  they  are  do¬ 
ing.  anyhow,  it  seems,  and  it  would  be  the  same.  I  presume, 
if  the  French  and  English  were  to  get  over  into  Germany.” 

The  lieutenant  smiled  faintly,  and  then  raised  his  hand  and 
saluted,  which  was  promptly  answered  by  the  young  deadshot 
and  his  partners. 

Away  he  rode,  and  joining  the  men  who  had  failed  to  make 
the  raid,  after  all,  all  went  galloping  up  the  road. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


OUR  FRIENDS  DO  A  GOOD  TURN. 

It  might  have  been  that  the  timely  arrival  of  Young  Wild 
West  and  his  friends  at  the  farmhouse  had  much  to  do  with 
it.  but  anyhow,  the  French  woman  improved  rapidly,  and  the 
next  morning  she  was  so  bright  and  free  from  pain  that  the 

young  deadshot  decided  that  it  would  be  possible  to  move  her 
soon. 

Nothing  more  had  been  seen  of  the  German  soldiers  who 
wore  infesting  the  country,  though  heavy  cannonading  had 
ta.v'  ii  place  until  the  darkness  came  the  day  before. 

It  was  remarkably  quiet  that  morning  as  Young  Wild  West 

and  Arietta  went  out  of  the  farmhouse  to  have  a  look  at  the 

horses. 

Hop  Wall  was  at  the  barn  feeding  them 

He  had  fully  recovered  from  the  effects  of  hi«  litile  debauch 

of  ldmseif  Jh0U?h  be  8c,?mert  to  be  "omewliat  ashamed 

ol  himself  as  the  two  approached  him 

“Velly  nicee  morning,  so  bo,”  he  said,'  nodding  to  them  with¬ 
out  looking  around.  *  ,u 

"Yes.  n  very  nice  morning,  Hop.”  Wild  answered.  “I  sup¬ 
pose  your  head  feels  like  bursting  this  morning.  You  ought 
to  be  ashamed  of  yourself  for  the  way  you  acted  veitertlav 

of  the  wine?” °U  d°WU  lu  that  °*n«r  51,1,1  'Rink  so  mu.'h 

“Me  no  kuowee  Misler  Wild.  Me  no  tlilihkee  urn  nine 
mnkee  dlunk.  so  be.  Velly  goodee  wine,  but  me  no  iX 
some  more. 

“You’re  a  disgrace  to  our  party,  Hop’-  Arietta  exclaim** 
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!f  she  felt  angry  over  It.  “I  am  sorry  we  permitted  you  to 
come  w  5th  us  when  we  started  for  France.  * 

“I/at  alieo  light.  Mlssee  Allotta.  Me  be  velly  goodee  Chinee, 
so  be,"  was  the  reply. 

rhe  y  rl  thought  It  not  worth  while  saying  anything  more, 
'O  after  Wild  had  looked  the  horses  over  and  found  them  all 
right  the  two  walked  out  to  the  road. 

"Wild,"  Arietta  said,  as  they  came  to  a  pause  near  a  fence 
and  looked  at  the  winding  roadway,  “the  sick  woman  told 
mo  that  the  nearest  city  Is  Nancy.  It  must  be  there  that  the 
Germans  are  making  for.  If  they  can  silence  the-  fort  that 
Is  so  near  here.  I  suppose  tney  will  rush  on  to  Nancy  and  take 
possession.  The  woman  is  very  anxious  to  get  there,  since 
several  relatives  live  there,  and  she  says  once  she  gets  with 
them  it  will  be  easy  to  get  her  on  a  train  and  go  to  a  safe 
place,  where  other  relatives  and  friends  are  living.” 

“All  right,  little  girl.  What  do  you  think  about  moving  her 
to-day  ?” 

“I  really  think  the  risk  could  be  run.  Her  fever  has 
hr" ken,  aiul  1  am  sure  if  the  wagon  were  to  go  along  slowly 
it  wouldn't  injure  her  the  least  bit.” 

"Did  she  tell  you  how  far  it  was  to  Nancy?” 

“Only  about  fourteen  miles.” 

“That  will  be  easy,  then.  We  needn’t  start  till  about  the 
middle  of  the  afternoon.  But  of  course  we  want  to  make 
sure  that  things  are  favorable.” 

"That  is  quite  a  long  while  to  wait,  Wild,”  and  the  girl 
shook  her  head.  “I  am  fearing  all  the  time  that  German  sol¬ 
diers  will  come  here  again.  You  know  what  will  happen  if 
they  do,  for  it  is  hardly  likely  you  will  be  fortunate  to  meet 
another  officer  who  knows  you.” 

“That's  right,  little  girl.  Well,  I’ll  leave  It  to  you  and 
Anna  to  look  well  into  the  condition  of  the  sick  woman.  If 
you  both  are  convinced  that  it  will  be  safe  to  move  her,  we’ll 
set  out  at  any  time.” 

About  a  hundred  yards  above  the  farmhouse  was  a  cross¬ 
road  which  led.  no  doubt,  to  the  farms  and  vineyards  that 
were  scattered  about  that  part  of  the  country. 

Wild  and  Arietta  were  about  to  turn  to  go  to  the  house 
when  they  happened  to  look  that  way.  and  as  they  saw  a  long 
line  of  men.  women  and  children  plodding  their  way  over  the 
road,  they  realized  that  they  must  be  refugees  seeking  a  place 
of  safety. 

“Let’s  walk  up  that  way  and  have  a  look  at  them,  little 
girl,”  the  young  deadshot  said. 

"All  right,  Wild.  Probably  the  others  might  want  to  do  the 
same,  l'ou  had  better  call  them.” 

Wild  turned  and  called  out: 

" H«llo,  in  the  house!  Come  out.  here.” 

The  first  one  to  answer  the  call  was  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

He  came  out,  his  reliable  rifle  in  his  hand,  as  if  he  ex- 
pe,  ted  there  was  going  to  be  a  chance  to  use  It. 

He  was  followed  by  Jim  and  Eloise,  and  then  came  the 
Frenchman,  also  armed  with  his  rifle. 

Hop  had  heard  rhe  call  from  the  barn,  and  he,  too,  came 
running  up  that  way. 

"What  is  it,  Wild?”  the  scout  asked. 

The  young  deadsliot  pointed  to  the  refugees,  for  they  could 
easily  be  seen  from  the  spot,  and  then  Charlie  shrugged  his 
shoulders  and  said: 

“Oh’  some  poor  unfortunates,  I  s’pose  you  might  call  em, 
w'imc'<  try i n’  to  ccir  to  some  place  where  they’ll  be  safe.  The 
Germans  is  sartinly  runnin’  things  their  own  way  in  this 
here  part  of  France.” 

-ir  seems  that  way.  Charlie.  But  you  must  remember  that 
rid.-  Is  only  the  French  frontier.  They  will  have  a  hard  time 
gening  to  Paris,  aud»you  can  bet  on  it.” 

Lbr-p.  explained  that  Anna  was  busy  with  the  woman  in 
tli."  bouse,  and  then  they  all  walked  up  the  road  and  waited 
for  the  line  of  people  to  come  up. 

The  sight  of  the  Americans  attired  in  their  true  Western 
..  ,  have  been  surprising  to  the  men,  women  and 
rhiidr.-n  v»lio  were  plodding  along,  some  of  them  pulling  lit- 
;n  which  were  their  belongings  that  they  had 
takon  from  the  bouses  they  were  forced  to  vacate. 

They  wi  h,  of  course,  and  as  the  foremost  ones 

1  sad  looked  timidly  at  those  standing  to  greet  them, 
r.  ..bled  to  Wild  I-.  give  him  to  understand  that 
ever' thing  w  ••  •  all  right,  and  then  he  stepped  on  and  he- 
"an  questioning  them. 

'  j,,Jf  it  v.  h*  little  he  could  explain,  for  the  French  our 
frl  "i Ay  >  new  was  very  Illtle,  Indeed. 

V  ,w.;'jo|  that  there  was  a  very  old  Indv  In  the  party  who 
■  erred  1  ted  wttb  being  somewhat  of  a  physician. 


She  had  medicines  with  her,  and  when  the  farmer  learned 
this  he  Invited  her  to  go  to  the  house,  telling  her  that  If  sho 
found  that  his  wife  could  be  moved  light  away,  she  should 
ride  along  with  them  as  they  set  out  for  Nancy. 

The  old  woman  consented  to  do  this  after  some  little  talk, 
and  when  she  had  explained  to  the  rest  what  she  Intended  to 
do,  they  all  showed  their  gladness,  some  of  them  declaring 
that  they  would  wait  for  her  to  come  back  from  the  farm¬ 
house. 

Arietta  tried  to  talk  with  several  of  them,  hoping  that  she 
might  find  at  least  one  who  could  speak  English. 

But  there  was  not  one  there. 

They  were  all  peasants  who  never  had  the  chance  to  learn 
any  language  but  their  own. 

Some  of  them  were-  almost  destitute,  too,  having  fled  from 
their  homes  without  waiting  to  gather  up  much  in  the  way 
of  food  or  clothing. 

Our  friends  escorted  the  old  French  woman  who  claimed  to 
be  a  doctress  to  the  house,  and  she  made  a  thorough  examina¬ 
tion  of  the  sick  woman. 

When  she  had  concluded  she  turned  to  the  husband  smil¬ 
ingly  and  informed  him  that  it  was  all  right  to  move  the 
lady. 

This  was  translated  to  our  friends  by  the  sick  woman  her¬ 
self,  and  she  was  so  happy  in  telling  them  about  it  that  she 
cried  tears  of  joy. 

“All  right,”  Wild  said  to  her.  “If  your  husband  is  willing 
to  leave  his  home  for  the  German  soldiers  to  pillage  and 
burn,  I  am  satisfied.  But  really  I  suppose  it  is  the  best  thing, 
after  all.  Gome  on,  boys.  We’ll  get  ready  to  start  without 
delay.  ” 

Hop  was  giving  instructions  to  harness  the  team  to  the 
wagon,  and  wishing  to  hurry' matters  along  as  much  as  pos¬ 
sible,  Charlie  hastened  to  assist  him  in  doing  it. 

In  about  ten  minutes  the  team  was  at  the  rear  door  of  the 
farmhouse. 

Then  the  girl  saw  to  It  that  a  place  was  made  for  the 
woman  so  she  might  lie  comfortably,  after  which  she  was 
carried  out,  bed  and  all. 

There  was  really  nothing  to  it  that  could  harm  her  in  the 
least,  and  she  seemed  so  cheerful  about  it  that  all  hands  be¬ 
lieved  that  she  might  benefit  rather  than  be  Injured  by  the 
change. 

The  old  French  woman  was  Invited  to  ride  in  the  wagon, 
though  it  was  somewhat  crowded,  since  some  extra  provisions 
and  articles  that  belonged  to  the  farmer  and  his  wife  were 
stowed  in  among  the  stores. 

When  they  were  finally  ready  to  start  the  farmer  picked 
up  his  gun,  and  looking  at  his  house,  he  shook  his  head  sadly 
and  muttered  something  in  French  which  our  friends  could 
not  understand- 

Then  he  closed  the  kitchen  door  and  started  straight  for 
the  road,  not  looking  back  again. 

Hop  started  the  team,  and  then  our  friends  mounted  and 
all  made  their  way  to  the  road,  quickly  joining  those  of  the- 
peasants  who  had  decided  to  wait. 

A  faint  cheer  went  up  as  the  old  doctress  thrust  her  head 
out  of  the  rear  of  the  wagon  and  announced  that  the  lady  was 
surely  to  recover  and  that  it  would  not  harm  her  to  be  trans¬ 
ported  to  Nancy. 

It  was  rather  slow  going,  since  Wild  had  two  reasons  for 
not  permitting  Hop  to  let  the  horses  go  at  a  faster  pace. 

One  was  that  he  thought  it  advisable  to  keep  with  the  poor 
peasants,  so  they  might  be  encouraged,  and  the  other  was  that 
the  jar  might*  injure  the  invalid  in  the  wagon. 

Fourteen  $Jles  was  quite  a  long  distance,  considering  that 
the  horses  wcto  going  at  a  walk  all  the  time. 

Many  admiring  glances  were  cast  upon  the  young  deadshot 
and  those  who  traveled  with  him  in  search  of  excitement  and 
adventure,  and  several  times  the  peasants  actually  addressed 
them. 

All  they  could  do  was  to  say  something  In  the  little  French 
they  were  nowr  rapidly  picking  up,  wrhether  It  fitted  or  not. 

But  they  were  all  given  to  understand  that  they  were  to  bn 
protected  on  their  way  to  the  city. 

It  w^as  just  about  ten  o’clock  In  the  morning,  when  a  little 
more  than  half  the  distance  to  Nancy  had  been  covered,  when 
heavy  firing  was  heard  from  the  direction  of  the  French  fort. 

“Come  on,  boys,”  the  young  deadshot  called  out  to  Ills  part¬ 
ners,  as  ho  pointed  to  a  high  hill  to  the  left.  “Let’s  get  up 
there  and  probably  we’ll  lie  able  to  see  something  of  what  Is 
going  on.” 

Not  only  did  Charlie  and  Jim  respond,  but  Arietta  started 
her  horse  Into  a  gallop,  too,  and  the  four  were  not.  long  In 
reaching  the  top  of  the  hill. 
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Then  ns  they  brought  their  steeds  to  a  halt  and  looked  In 
the  direction  of  the  tiring  they  could  see  a  vast  army  of  Ger¬ 
mans  covering  a  Hue  that  must  have  been  two  or  three  miles 
In  length. 

Behind  them  many  more  were  coming,  which  showed  plainly 
that  the  reinforcements  our  friends  had  expected  would  come 
were  now  nearing  the  scene  of  battle. 

The  fort  was  putting  up  a  great  light,  but  the  heavy  siege 
guns  which  must  have  been  brought  there  during  the  night 
were  soon  In  operation,  and  then  as  the  four  sat  still  in  their 
saddles  they  witnessed  a  sight  that  they  would  never  quite 
forget. 

It  seemed  that  the  Germans  got  the  right  range  at  the  very 
start,  and  at  almost  every  discharge  the  dirt  and  ruins  would 
fly  from  the  spot  where  the  blind  fort  was  located. 

Gradually  the  shooting  from  the  fort  grew  less,  and  In 
about  twenty  minutes  it  was  silenced. 

Then  suddenly  a  long  line  of  German  cavalry  appeared. 

“Great  gimlets!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “Look  at 
that!  I’ve  seen  pictures  of  all  kinds  of  battles,  but  that  beats 
anything  l  ever  seen.  They’re  a  good  distance  from  us,  I 
know,  but  the  sun  is  shinin’  right  on  ’em,  an’  you  can’t  help 
hut  see  ’em  plainly.  Thunder!  There’s  about  a  hundred  thou¬ 
sand  more  of  ’em  cornin’  on  foot.  How  far  is  that  blamed 
city  anyhow?” 

“They  are  heading  for  it  now,  Charlie.  A  detachment  will 
probably  take  charge  of  the  fort,  but  the  rest  will  march 
right  on  until  they  capture  the  city  or  be  repulsed  by  tbe 
forces  that  must  he  there.  Come  on.  1  reckon  we  had  better 
move  along  a  little  and  get  ahead  of  them.” 

But  there  AiTas  a  fascination  about  it  which  she  could  not 
resist,  and  Arietta  urged  the  young  deadshot  to  wait  a  few 
minutes. 

The  long  line  of  cavalry  was  charging  with  the  utmost  pre¬ 
cision  straight  for  the  silenced  fort. 

It  would  take  them  probably  five  minutes  to  get  to  it,  since 
the  bombarding  had  been  done  at  long  range. 

They  remained  there  until  they  finally  saw  the  French  flag 
which  had  been  floating  over  the  fort  lowered  and  the  Ger¬ 
man  standard  sent  up  in  its  place. 

“I  don’t  know  what  the  name  of  t'he  fort  is,  but  the  Ger¬ 
mans  have  got  it,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  shrugging  his 
shoulders.  “Come  on.” 

The  rest  had  proceeded  along  the  roadway,  but  it  did  not 
take  them  long  to  overtake  them. 

Wild  said  nothing  until  he  found  the  farmer,  and  then  he 
explained  to  him  that  the  Germans  were  coming  in  large 
forces,  and  that  they  had  succeeded  in  capturing  the  fort. 

At  this  the  Frenchman  shook  his  head,  but  his  eyes  flashed 
with  determination,  and  not  being  able  to  make  them  fully 
understand  what  he  meant,  he  led  them  back  to  the  wagon 
and  got  his  wife  to  translate  it  for  him. 

What  he  said  was  that  the  German  victory  was  only  tem¬ 
porary.  and  that  the  brave  French  soldiers  would  surely  wipe 
the  whole  army  out. 

But  this  was  because  he  was  French,  and  had  such  a  bit¬ 
ter  feeling  toward  the  enemy. 

Really  our  friends  expected  Nancy  would  soon  fall,  for  they 
could  hardly  believe  that  there  were  enough  French  forces 
there  to  he  able  to  resist  the  onslaught  wlrreh  was  about  to 
come. 

However,  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  great  relief  that  they 
reached  the  outskirts  of  Nancy. 

The  peasants,  though  almost  worn  out  from  the  long  walk 
they  had  had  since  they  abandoned  their  homes^broke  into  a 
cheer  and  actually  ran  the  rest  of  the  distanc^pll  no  doubt 
eager  to  find  relatives  and  friends  in  the  city. 

Wild  did  not  feel  inclined  to  mingle  with  the  French1  army 
very  much,  since  he  was  not  sure  that  they  would  be  allowed 
to  proceed  any  further  once  they  were  stopped  and  ques¬ 
tioned. 

“Boys,"  he  said  to  Charlie  and  .Tim.  as  a  halt  was  called, 
“I  reckon  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  let  the  Frenchman 
go  ahead  with  the  wagon  and  endeavor  to  find  his  relatives 
or  friends,  so  they  ran  take  charge  of  the  sick  lady.  We’ll 
leave  It  to  him  to  bring  the  wagon  back  to  us.  There’s  a 
snug  little  place  to  the  right,  as  you  will  see.  where  we  can 
pitch  our  camp  and  probably  be  somewhat  secure.  It  is  only 
half  a  mile  from  here.  See  that  patch  of  woods  over  there 
and  the  stream  that  runs  along  the  edge?” 

“1  see  it."  .Tim  answered,  quickly.  “A  good  idea.” 

You  kin  hot  your  life  it's  a  good  idea,"  the  scout  declared. 
"Go  an'  tell  the  woman  to  let  her  husband  light  out  with  the 
wagon  right  away.  1  hope  lie  hriugs  It  back,  though.” 

"There  is  one  thing  l  don’t  like  about  it,”  aud  the  young 


deadshot  shook  his  bead.  “They  might  seize  upon  the  pro¬ 
visions  the  wagon  contains.  1  reckon  we’ll  drive  In  behind 
that  house  over  there,  which  seems  to  be  empty,  arm  take  out 
what  belongs  to  us.  It  will  make  a  delay,  of  course,  but  there 
seems  to  be  no  tiring  going  on  around  here  just  now,  so  prob¬ 
ably  we’ll  have  time  to  fix  up  everything.” 

Then  the  boy  went  around  and  explained  matters  to  the 
sick  woman,  who  was  still  keeping  up  bravely,  declaring  that 
she  felt  even  better  than  she  had  when  she  was  first  placed 
in  the  wagon. 

The  peasants  had  left  them  by  this  time,  and  there  were 
very  few  people  now  to  be  seen  anywhere  close  at  hand,  even 
though  the  houses  were  plentiful,  growing  thicker  toward  the 
city  proper. 

The  team  was  driven  around  behind  the  house  tYild  had 
pointed  out,  and  then  it  did  not  take  long  to  remove  all  their 
belongings  from  the  wagon. 

This  done,  Wild  permitted  the  Frenchman  to  take  charge 
of  the  team,  having  him  instructed  by  his  wife  that  it  must 
be  returned  to  that  very  spot  as  soon  as  possible  after  his 
wife  had  been  taken  care  of. 

The  old  doctress  remained  in  the  wagon  with  the  invalid, 
and  soon  off  the  horses  went  at  a  sharp  trot,  for  the  farmer 
seemed  to  realize  that  there  was  no  time  to  be  wasted. 

It  was  a  rather  tedious  wait  Young  Wild  West  and  his 
friends  had. 

They  ate  a  cold  lunch  when  noon  came,  but  still  there  were 
no  signs  of  the  farmer-  returning  with  the  team. 

As  they  had  thought,  the  house  they  had  hidden  behind  was 
not  occupied,  showing  that  its  former  inmates  had  become 
frightened  and  left  it. 

It  was  furnished  all  right,  as  they  could  see  by  looking 
through  the  windows,  but  they  did  not  attempt  to  force  an 
entrance. 

Just  about  three  hours  after  they  had  taken  their  station 
there  to  wait  for  the  wagon  to  return  it  showed  up. 

It  was  not  driven  by  the  farmer,  however,  but  by  a  hoy  who 
seemed  to  know  exactly  where  to  come. 

He  had  a  bicycle  with  him  which  was  stowed  in  the  wagon, 
and  as  soon  as  he  had  turned  the  horses  over  to  Hop  Wall, 
he  took  possession  of  it,  and  without  saying  a  word,  started 
to  ride  back  into  the  city. 

“Hold  on!”  Wild  called  out,  for  he  was  anxious  to  know 
how  the  sick  woman  had  made  out. 

The  boy  stopped  riding  at  once  when  he  heard  the  command, 
even  though  he  could  not  understand  the  words. 

Then  his  face  lit  up.  and  he  quickly  dove  into  his  pocket  and 
produced  a  note,  which  he  handed  to  the  young  deadshot. 

“I  thought  we  ought  to  receive  some  kind  of  a  message.” 
Wild  said,  in  his  cool  and  easy  way.  “Now  then,  here  you 
are.  Proceed.” 

He  tossed  him  a  coin,  which  the  boy  caught  eagerly,  and 
then  bowing  politely,  and  expressing  his  thanks  in  French, 
he  turned  to  his  wheel  and  against  started  off. 

This  time  he  was  permitted  to  go  on  about  his  business. 

Wild  unfolded  tbe  note  and  managed  to  make  out  the  fol¬ 
lowing,  which  was  no  doubt  written  by  the  farmer's  sick 
wife:  I 

“Thank  you.  I  am  with  friends  and  feeling  good.  May 
heaven  bless  you  Americans  for  your  kindness." 

That  was  all.  There  was  no  name  signed. 

But  it  had  the  effect  of  making  our  friends  feel  that  thev 
had  assisted  in  a  very  worthy  object,  and  they  were  now 
ready  to  face  anything  that  came  up. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

WII.D  AND  CHARLIE  AT  TOE  SCENE  OF  BATTLE. 

Boys.  Young  YY  iltl  Vest  said,  after  looking  at  their  sur¬ 
roundings,  "I  reckon  we  might  just  as  well  stay  here  as  to 
go  o\  er  to  the  timber.  This  house  is  deserted,  and  as  it  hap¬ 
pens  to  be  one  that's  right  at  the  very  edge  of  the  city,  it 
strikes  mo  that  we  can  camp  right  here..  The  horses  can  he 
put  in  the  shed  over  there,  which,  ns  you  see.  is  pretty  well 
sunounded  bj  trees.  Then  we  can  keep  out  of  sight  ns  much 
as  possible  in  case  soldiers  happen  to  come  this  way  Of 
course  we  want  to  see  what  happens  when  the  oltv*  la  at¬ 
tacked.  and  I  reckon  if  we  happen  to  be  beyond  in  the  woods, 
we  wouldn’t  have  half  as  good  a  chance  as  wo  would  have 
here.  ” 
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“Right  you  are.  Wild,"  Cheyenne  Charlie  answered,  for  he 
'>;■>  always  ready  to  agree  with  anything  the  young  dead- 
'••ct  -aid.  “I’ll  help  the  heathen  git  the  horsey  an’  wagon 
Into  that  shed  right  away.  But  I  s' pose  we  had  better  put 
in  our  grub  an’  other  tilings  first” 

“Certainly.  Wo  mustn’t  forget  that.” 

The  girls  had  no  objections  to  remaining  there,  since  Wild 
seemed  to  think  it  would  be  advisable. 

They  lent  their  assistance,  and  their  belongings  were  quickly 
placed  in  the  wagon. 

Then  Hop  drove  the  team  over  to  the  shed,  and  quickly 
backed  the  wagon  under  it. 

The  horses  were  unhitched  then  and  taken  in  out  of  sight. 

Certainly  it  was  somewhat  of  a  secluded  spot  they  had  de- 
^  cided  to  make  their  temporary  quarters  at. 

Trees  and  grapevines  grew  in  profusion  on  either  side  of 
the  house  and  well  back  of  it. 

They  could  camp  right  there  and  not  be  seen  by  any  one 
who  might  pass  along  the  road. 

It  took  some  little  time  to  get  things  into  proper  shape,  and 
then  just  as  it  had  been  accomplished  violent  shooting  began 
off  ro  the  left  of  the  city  limits. 

Our  friends  had  come  in  by  a  road  that  brought  them  to  the 
right  side  of  Nancy,  considering  that  they  had  come  from  the 
west. 

The  big  German  army  was  moving  from  a  direction  further 
to  the  south,  and  this  meant  that  the  part  where  they  had 
camped  would  be  about  the  last  to  become  dangerous  in  case 
the  Germans  succeeded  in  making  a  sweep. 

One  thing  about  it  was.  though,  that  no  part  of  the  city 
proper  could  be  seen  from  that  point. 

They  did  not  ,know  how  many  soldiers  were  massed  in 
readiness  to  repel  the  attack. 

A  long  street  which  ran  over  a  hill  and  then  directly  to¬ 
ward  the  center  of  the  city  was  quite  deserted  as  far  as  they 
could  see.  / 

As  the  firing  kept  growing  until  it  became  an  incessant 
*  roar,  the  young  deadsliot  became  quite  uneasy. 

There  were  no  big  siege  guns  being  used,  however,  though 
every  minute  or  two  the  report  of  a  heavy  field-piece  would 
resound,  which  showed  that  the  French  were  alive  to  the 
situation,  and  were  meeting  the  advancing  forces  bravely  and 
with  great  determination. 

“I’ve  got  to  see  something  of  this.  I  can’t  help  it  if  I  get 
into  trouble  by  doing  it,”  the  young  (leadshot  declared,  after 
they  had  listened  for  fifteen  minutes  to  the  thundering  of  the 
cannon  and  the  other  terrific  sounds  caused  by  the  raging 
battle. 

"You  had  better  remain  here,  Wild,”  Arietta  advised,  lay- 
|  ing  a  hand  on  the  young  deadshot’s  arm  persuasively. 

“That’s  all  right,  Et,”  was  the  reply.  “I  just  said  I  must 
see  what  is  going  on.  and  I  mean  it.  I’ll  take  Charlie  with 
me,  for  I  know  he’s  more  than  willing  to  go.  Jim  can  stay 

r(  here  and  look  after  you  in  case  anything  happens.  Come  on, 
Charlie.” 

“Right  you  are,  Wild,”  the  scout  answered,  his  face  lighting 
up  with  pleasure.  “Coin’  to  take  the  horses?” 

“No,  I  reckon  not.  We’ll  be  safer  on  foot.  I  wish  we  had 
some  other  clothes  handy  to  put  on,  though.” 

“That’s  all  right.  Wild,”  Charlie  answered.  “We’ll  be  bet¬ 
ter  off  this  way.  You  have  got  your  silk  flag  in  your  pocket, 
niryt  you?" 

~ Yes,  but  I  don’t  want  to  show  it  unless  I  am  compelled 

to" 

‘  “I’ve  got  mine.  too.  All  right,  then.  I  won't  pull  it  out, 
Wild,  unless  I  see  it  must  be  done,  jest  to  show  those  blamed 
foreigners  that  Americans  kin  come  an’  go  when  they  please.” 
It  was  natural  that  Anna  would  join  Arietta  in  trying  to 
i  persuade  the  two  not  to  take  such  a  risk. 

IP  t  their  fears  were  laughed  aside,  and  five  minutes  later 
Yo  ng  Wild  West  and  the  scout  left  the  spot  and  started  up 
the  deserted  roadway. 

Wtmn  they  reached  the  top  of  the  hill,  where  It  became 
t<  ly  a  street,  they  were  able  to  see  something  of  what  was 
going  on  In  the  city. 

4  Crowds  of  people  were  all  heading  toward  the  northeast, 
»..  ■  tr.'w  oould  see  the  steel  rails  of  a  track  glistening  in 

I  the 

T:  e-,  :;ne*v  there  must  be  n  depot  somewhere  abend,  though 
th*r*'  were  no  many  buildings  large  find  small  lying  between, 
f-  r;,ey  roup;  not  p  -rcelve  it  fropi  where  they  were. 

Tie  r<  nr  of  the  battle  continued,  find  as  they  made  their 
srrv  a  little  to  the  left  they  could  see  n  number  of  French 
f  fiylr.g  from  the  tops  of  the  buildings. 

J/e  re  got  to  get  closer  than  this,  Charlie,”  the  youug 


(leadshot  said,  in  ids  cool  aud  easy  way.  “We  started  out  to 
have  a  look  at  the  lighting,  so  even  if  we  have  to  stay  away 
an 'hour  or  two,  we  must  do  it.” 

“Y'ou  kin  bet  your  lift'  on  that.  Wild.”  was  the  reply.  “You 
jest  lead  the  way,  an’  you  kin  bet  your  life  I’ll  bo  right  be¬ 
hind  you.” 

Then  Wild  hastened  up  the  street,  passing  a  number  of 
houses,  until  he  came  to  a  cross  street. 

This,  too,  led  toward  the  center  of  the  city,  though  was 
more  direct  toward  the. center  of  the  firing. 

They  did  not  go  more  than  a  couple  of  blocks  when  they 
found  people  hastily  leaving  their  houses,  carrying  bundles 
and  suitcases. 

Even  though  the  French  people  might  have  wondered  at 
the  appearance  of  the  two  Americans  in  the  Wild  West  garb 
they  were  wearing,  they  had  too  much  else  to  think  about 
just  then. 

They  were  all  thinking  that  the  city  was  about  to  be  de¬ 
stroyed,  and  the  quicker  they  got  out  of  it  the  better  it  would 
be,  for  them. 

Wild  and  Charlie  wove  soon  mingling  with  the  crowd,  and 
when  they  had  gone  probably  half  a  mile  from  the  corner 
they  all  turned,  and  suddenly  came  upon  an  auto  bus  that 
was  at  a  standstill  close  to  the  curb. 

Two  well-dressed  people  quickly  emerged  from  it,  and  after 
tossing  the  chauffeur  some  money,  hurried  along,  carrying 
grips  and  bundles  with  them. 

As  Wild  reached  the  spot  they  noticed  that  the  fellow  in 
charge  of  the  auto  bus  was  very  much  worried. 

“Something  wrong  with  the  machine?”  Wild  asked,  as  he 
stepped  before  him  and  pointed  to  the  bus. 

The  Frenchman  made  all  sorts  of  gesticulations,  showing 
that  he  was  in  great  trouble,  but  easily  made  them  under¬ 
stand  that  the  vehicle  could  not  be  made  to  proceed  any 
further. 

“Know  anything  about  machinery,  Charlie?”  Wild  asked, 
turning  to ‘the  scout. 

“About  as  much  as  a  bear  knows  about  playin’  poker,  Wild,” 
was  the  reply. 

“The  same  with  me,  for  that  matter.  I  wouldn’t  attempt 
to  run  one  of  these  things,  although  I  have  watched  the 
drivers  lots  of  times  when  I  have  been  sitting  on  the  front 
seat  with  them.” 

“Can’t  he  make' it  go?” 

“It  seems  not.” 

Wild  now  walked  to  the  front  of  the  machine,  and  lifting 
up  the  cover  where  the  powerful  little  engine  was  located,  took 
a  look  at  it. 

The  chauffeur  followed  him,  and  then  tried  to  explain, 
talking  so  rapidly  in  French  that  even  if  they  could  have 
understood  much  of  it  it  would  have  been  a  puzzle  to  them 
as  to  what  he  was  saying. 

The  young  deadshot  felt  around  a  bit,  and  happened  to 
touch  a  coil  of  wire  which  quivered  and  swayed. 

Then  it  was  that  the  chauffeur  gave  a  cry  of  delight. 

Evidently  he  had  discovered  the  cause  of  the  engine  re¬ 
fusing  to  work.  ! 

He  grabbed  up  some  tools,  and  hurriedly  worked  away. 

Then  in  less  than  five  minutes  he  clapped  his  hands  and 
announced  that  the  bus  was  all  right,  at  the  same  time  mo¬ 
tioning  our  two  friends  to  get  in. 

“Come  on,  Charlie,  we  may  as  well  take  a  ride.  It  will 
bring  us  to  the  scene  of  firing  all  the  quicker,”  the  young 
deadshot  said,  a3  he  pushed  the  scout  in  ahead  of  him. 

The  chauffeur  leaped  upon  the  seat,  and  sure  enough,  the 
auto  started  off  readily. 

But  instead  of  going  straight  ahead,  he  started  to  turn  at 
the  first  corner. 

Wild  quickly  grabbed  him  by  the  shoulder  and  insisted  upon 
going  the  other  way,  at  the  same  time  showing  him  some 
money. 

The  sight  of  the  money  the  young  deadshot  showed  him  had 
a  wonderful  effect  upon  the  chauffeur. 

It  seemed  that  he  was  willing  to  take  any  sort  of  risk,  pro¬ 
vided  he  was  paid  for  doing  it. 

“We  desire  to  get  as  close  as  per-;  Ible  to  the  soldiers  who  are 
doing  the  fighting.”  Wild  said  to  'him,  making  the  necessary 
motions  so  he  might  partly  understand. 

Tbe  fellow  grabbed  the  money.  and  then  promptly  turned 
the  machine  on  up  the  street. 

“Too  bad  we  ain’t  got  our  rifles  with  us,  Wild,”  Cheyenne 
Charlie  observed,  as  he  fell  of  the  revolver  at  his  right  hip. 
“It's  a  good  thing  we’ve  got  our  guns  loaded  with  somethin’ 
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better  than  blank  cartridges,  too.  I’m  ltchln’  to  git  into  this 
light.” 

‘‘Easy,  Charlie.  You  shouldn't  talk  that  way.  You  know 
very  well  that  it  would  be  out  of  the  question  for  us  to  take 
part  in  any  fighting  that’s  going  on.  Wo  are  not  here  for 
that  purpose,  iu  fact.  Just  because  we  were  forced  to  inter¬ 
fere  with  those  German  soldiers  who  probably  might  have 
been  the  means  of  ending  the  life  of  the  farmer’s  wife,  even 
if  they  had  not  killed  her  outright,  don’t  signify  that  we  are 
combatants.” 

‘‘Combatants,  eh?  All  right,  then.  We’ll  be  what  they  call 
somethin’  else — them  what  ain’t  combatants.” 

“Non-combatants,  Charlie.” 

“Yes,  that’s  it.  Well,  let  her  go  there,  you  measly  coyote!” 

The  last  was  fairly  shouted  to  the  driver  of  the  bus. 

Faster  they  went,  and  reaching  a  rather  high  elevation,  the 
young  deadshot  and  the  scout  had  the  opportunity  of  seeing 
something  of  what  was  going  on  in  the  distance. 

Long  trenches  had  been  hurriedly  dug  at  the  top  of  a  short 
hill,  and  in  them  were  hundreds  of  French  soldiers. 

There  was  a  lull  in  the  battle,  but  when  the  young  dead- 
shot  shot  a  glance  at  what  lay  back  of  the  trenches  and  saw 
a  vast  army  ready  to  repel  any  assault  that  might  be  made, 
he  nodded  to  his  partner  and  said: 

“Well,  Charlie,  I  reckon  even  though  there  is  a  mighty  big 
crowd  of  the  Germans,  they’ll  have  a  hard  time  taking  this 
city.” 

“It  sorter  looks  that  way.  There’s  some  putty  big  guns 
over  there.  Got  ’em  almost  buried  in  the  dirt,  too,  ain’t 
they?” 

“That’s  right.” 

At  that  moment  the  chauffeur,  who  was  now  within  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  of  the  French  troops,  brought  the  machine  to  a  halt 
and  looked  questioningly  at  his  passengers. 

The  automobile  wras  exposed  to  the  full  view  of  the  Germans, 
and  as  Wild  looked  over  toward  their  lines  it  struck  him  that 
they  might  be  made  a  target  of  at  any  moment,  since  there 
was  no  one  else  to  be  seen  anywhere  about. 

They  were  being  observed  by  some  French  officers,  too,  and 
presently  a  mounted  Frenchman  was  seen  riding  toward  them. 

At  this  the  chauffeur  at  once  started  the  machine,  heading 
it  toward  the  central  part  of  the  city. 

Wild  -was  just  about  to  expostulate  with  him  when  he  saw 
an  aeroplane  coming  from  behind  the  German  troops. 

ft  was  many  feet  in  the  air,  but  it  occurred  to  him  instantly 
that  it  was  going  to  fly  over  the  besieged  city. 

He  seized  the  chauffeur  by  the  arm,  and  commanded  him 
to  stop  the  machine. 

After  some  little  difficulty  he  persuaded  him  to  do  it,  and 
then  out  be  leaped,  followed  by  the  scout. 

As  the  auto  sped  on,  the  chauffeur  no  doubt  very  glad  to 
get  rid  of  his  passengers,  especially  since  he  had  received  more 
than  the  price  he  charged  for  conveying  anyone  such  a  short 
distance,  Wild  and  Charlie  turned  toward  the  scene  of  battle. 

Half  a  minute  later  the  cavelryman  they  had  seen  approach¬ 
ing  rode  up  to  them  and  roughly  demanded  to  know  who  they 
were  and  what  they  were  doing  there. 

Wild  could  understand  what  he  meant,  so  he  promptly  pro¬ 
duced  the  French  document  he  had  in  his  possession  and 
showed  it  to  him. 

But  the  officer,  who  was  a  second  lieutenant,  shrugged  his 
shoulders  after  glancing  over  what  was  written  upon  the 
document,  and  then  made  a  move  to  put  it  in  his  pocket. 

“Hold  on  there,  my  friend,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  in  his 
cool  and  easy  way,  as  he  reached  out  and  seized  the  paper 
from  his  hand.  “I  reckon  that  belongs  to  me.  I  am  an  Ameri¬ 
can  citizen,  so  you  had  better  be  a  little  civil.” 

At  this  the  officer  grow  quite  angry,  and  motioned  for  them 
to  go  with  him. 

But  Young  Wild  West,  did  not  feel  like  being  made  a  pris¬ 
oner  just  then. 

He  knew  he  would  run  the  risk  of  getting  shot  if  he  at¬ 
tempted  to  openly  rnn  away,  so  he  got  all  his  wits  together! 
and  quickly  thought  of  a  plan  of  action. 

The  aeroplane  was  circling  about  to  the  left,  and  pointing  to 
it,  he  said:  / 

“You  had  better  look  out.  That  fellow  up  there  probably ! 
means  to  drop  a  bomb  somqwhere.” 

The  French  officer  turned  his  gaze  upward  and  showed  | 
that  he  was  somewhat  alarmed. 

Th<  a  the  flying  m  u-hlno  suddenly  turned  and  swooped  dl-| 
rertly  toward  the  assembled  French  office;  s  who  were  de¬ 
fending  the  outskirts  of  the  city,  coming  lower  as  it  did  so. 

I  he  lieutenant  seemed  to  forget  all  about  the  two  Amerl- 1 


cans,  for  he  suddenly  turned  his  horse  and  went  galloping 
away  as  if  looking  for  cover. 

Wild  and  Charlie  remained  right  where  they  were,  until  they 
saw  the  aeroplane  almost  come  to  a  standstill. 

Then  something  was  droppod  from  it,  though  they  could  not 

exactly  see  it. 

But  they  knew  a  few  seconds  later,  for  suddenly  there  was 
a  defeaning  explosion  right  close  to  a  platoon  of  soldiers. 

“I  reckon  if  I  had  my  rifle  I’d  fetch  that  blamed  thing 
down!”  Cheyenne  Charlie  exclaimed,  his  eyes  flashing  an¬ 
grily.  “That  ain’t  no  way  to  fight,  blamed  If  it  is.” 

“Never  mind,  Charlie,”  the  young  deadshot  retorted.  “Let’s 
get  away  from  here.  The  first  tiling  we  know’  w’e’ll  be  locked 
up.  I  reckon  we’ve  seen  enough.” 

Boom,  boom! 

Two  shots  were  fired  at  that  moment  by  the  French  from 
their  heavy  cannon,  and  then  Young  Wild  West  and  the  scout 
knew’  that  the  battle  was  being  renewed. 


\ 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE  FIGHT  IN  MID-AIB. 


The  Germans  soon  began  answering  the  fire  with  the  lighter 
cannon  they  had  brought  to  the  front  of  their  line,  and  the 
first  thing  Young  Wild  West  and  Cheyenne  Charlie  knew’ 
shrapnel  was  bursting  around  them. 

“I  reckon  we  had  better  git  awray  from  here,  Wild,”  the 
scout  said,  and  then  he  looked  at  the  boy  questioningly. 

“Right  you  are,”  wms  the  reply.  “A  chance  shot  will  kill 
the  Old  Boy,  I’ve  heard,  and  I  suppose  w’e’ll  run  the  same 
risk  if  we  remain  here.  Come  on.  Let’s  get  further  into  the 
city,  and  see  how  the  people  take  it.” 

They  turned  on  down  a  street,  but  were  compelled  to  go 
quite  a  little  distance  before  they  saw  any  of  the  inhabitants 
of  the  town. 

Those  they  did  see  were  gathered  in  front  of  houses  in 
little  groups,  all  of  them  looking  excitedly  at  the  sky  above 
them. 

Wild  and  Charlie  noticed  this,  so  naturally  they  looked 
upward. 

There  was  the  aeroplane  that  had  dropped  the  bomb  a  short 
time  before  making  another  circle. 

But  as  they  looked  at  it  another  suddenly  appeared  from 
the  east,  swooping  toward  it  like  a  bird. 

“By  jingo!”  the  young  deadshot  exclaimed,  as  he  clutched 
his  partner  by  the  arm.  “That’s  a  French  aeroplane,  Charlie, 
and  it’s  going  after  the  other  one.  A  fight  in  mid-air;  what 
do  you  think  of  that?” 

Before  the  scout  could  make  a  reply  a  faint  puff  of  smoke 
came  from  the  pursuing  aeroplane,  and  then  the  other  seemed 
to  waver  for  a  second. 

“Hit  him,  by  jingo!”  Charlie  exclaimed. 

More  shooting  folio w’ed,  it  being  answered  by  the  German. 

But  on  came  tho  daring  Frenchman,  adjusting  his  plane 
suddenly  so  he  shot  directly  over  his  foe.  ■* 

Then  several  shots  were  fired,  and  the  German  aeroplane, 
being  no  longer  under  control,  whirled  about  like  a  stricken 
bird  and  then  came  shooting  toward  the  earth. 

“Queer  fighting,  Charlie,”  was  Young  Wild  West’s  comment, 
as  he  shi  ugged  his  shoulders.  "They’ve  got  so  now’  that  they 
not  only  fight  upon  the  land,  but  under  the  sea  and  in  the  air 
as  well.  This  is  certainly  something  wonderful.  I  reckon  we 
had  bet i er  go  back  to  Jim  and  the  girls.  W"©  won’t  bother 
about  looking  the  frightened  inhabitants  over.” 

Chai  lie  gave  a  nod,  show’lng  that  he  was  perfectly  willing, 
so  w  ithout  unj  loss  of  time  the  twro  turned  to  retrace  their 
steps  to  the  place  where  they  had  left  their  friends. 

Thc>  managed  to  get  there  without  being  interfered  with, 
though  this  was  rather  strange,  since  both  exjtected  that 
'*  rench  soldiers  would  be  apt  to  come  and  look  them  up. 

W  hen  they  got  there  they  found  the  girls  in  a  state  of  ex- 
citonion,,  for  they  had  witnessed  tho  fight  betw’een  the  two 
aoroplanos. 


'v  ut  n  learned  that  Wild  and  Charlie  were 

teeth  beneath  the  German  flying  machine  when  the  bomb 
was  dropped,  they  looked  incredulous  at.  first. 

But  Wild  quickly  related  all  that  had  happen* 


getting  their  short  automobile  ride,  and 
gentle  hand  upon  his  shoulder  and  said 
“Don’  do  anything  like  that  ugala,  Wiid 
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con.  and  another  thing,  you  mustn’t  let  yourself  be  taken 
for  a  combatant.  We  are  all  non-combatants,  you  know.” 

The:  s  what  1  was  telling  Charlie,  Et,”  the  young  deadshot 
answered,  laughingly.  "But  say,  this  is  certainly  great.  1 
w  ouldn  t  have  missed  What  I  saw  a  little  while  ago  for  any- 
xning. 

rhe  tiring  became  more  furious  just  then,  so  they  ceased 
ta.kir.g,  and  all  looked  in  the  direction  it  came  from. 

Heavy  cannon  boomed  continually,  while  the' rattle  of  mus- 
K€tr>  could  be  heard  plainly,  making  a  general  roar  that  was 
reaily  terrible. 


For  over  an  hour  it  continued,  and  *>eing  unable  to  see  what 
\sas  going  on,  they  had  no  idea  which  side  was  gaining  the 
advantage. 

Hot  as  the  afternoon  waned  there  came  a  cessation  for  a 
brief  interval,  and  then  suddenly  they  saw  a  monster  Zeppelin 
machine  suddenly  appear  from  the  west. 

Wore  bombs,  Charlie.  That  fellow  up  there  is  far  more 
dangerous  than  the  other  was.” 

T  reckon  so,”  was  the  reply.  “Wild,  I  sorter  think  it’s  a 
shame  to  nave  fightin’  goin’  cn  like  this.  If  that  thing  comes 
a  little  lower  down  I  reckon  I  kin  put  a  hole  through  that 
balloon.  ” 


“I  reckon  you  could,  Charlie.  But  that  wouldn’t  be  suffici¬ 
ent  to  bring  It  to  the  earth.  I  have  been  told  that  those  big 
balloons  are  made  in  sections,  and  if  a  bullet  happened  to 
puncture  a  part  of  it  it  would  simply  make  it  less  supporting, 
that's  all.  They  could  throw  out  some  ballast  and  be  all 
right  again.” 

“That’s  all  right,  too.  But  s’pose  you  kept  on  shootin'  till 
all  them  compartments,  as  you  call  ’em,  was  busted.” 

"Then  it  would  have  to  come  to  the  ground.” 

“Yv’ell,  if  it  wasn’t  for  deliberately  killin’  them  what’s  in  it, 
blamed  If  I  don’t  think  I’d  have  a  try.” 

They  stood  there  and  watched  the  huge  flying  machine  hs 
it  drew  nearer  to  the  city. 


It  was  very  high  in  the  air,  and  came  in  a  direct  line,  show¬ 
ing  that  in  spite  of  the  wind  that  was  almost  dead  against  it, 
the  motor  power  was  very  strong,  and  those  in  charge  of  it 
were  able  to  proceed  in  any  direction  they  liked. 

A  few  minutes  later  the  Zeppelin  was  directly  over  the 
center  of  the  city. 

Then  as  our  friends  watched  they  could  see  with  the  naked 
eye  something  being  lowered  from  the  machine. 

Really  it  was  nothing  more  than  a  steel  platform,  and  upon 
this  was  a  man  supplied  with  the  bombs  which  he  meant  to 
light  and  drop  down  to  cause  death  and  disaster. 

They  hail  of  course  not  only  seen  these  machines  in  Ger¬ 
many,  but  had  read  a  full  description  of  them  and  how  they 
were  operated,  so  they  anew  exactly  what  was  about  to 
happen. 


Down  came  the  steel  platform  for  what  seemed  to  be  a  long 
distance,  and  then  the  huge  machine  took  a  turn  slightly  to 
the  left,  and  two  bombs  were  dropped  in  quick  succession. 

One  of  them  exploded  just  before  it  reached  the  ground 
and  did  little  or  no  damage. 


But  the  other  struck  the  corner  of  a  brick  building,  and 
as  it  exploded  the  structure  was  almost  completely  destroyed. 
Charlie’s  muscles  twitched,  and  turning  to  his  wife,  he  said: 
“What  do  you  think  of  that,  gal?  Ain’t  that  somethin’ 

awful?” 

“Indeed  it  is,  Charlie,”  Wild  answered,  in  a  voice  that 
trembled  slightly.  “Suppose  they  should  drop  a  bomb  near 

“They  had  better  not  try  it,  ’cause  I  sartinly  would  have  to 
shoot  at  ’em.” 

"Why,  the  machine  is  nearly  a  mile  above  us,  Charlie,”  Ari¬ 
etta  spoke  up. 

“I  tan’t  help  it  if  it  is.  I’ve  shot  a  mile  an’  hit  a  good- 
sized  target,  too.” 

-N<»t  with  the  rifle  you  have  now,”  Jim  said,  touching  the 
out  on  the  shoulder. 

“That's  all  right.  I  reckon  I  could  come  putty  near  hittin’ 
tha*  Jg  flyln’  machine,  all  right.” 

More  bombs  were  dropped  from  the  Zeppelin,  some  of  them 
doSr.g  ’.iMJ"  or  no  damage,  while  others  created  a  fierce  havoc. 

I*  that  the  Germans  were  having  It  all  their  own 

•way  now,  for  the  roar  of  heavy  artillery  suddenly  sounded, 
ftbow’rjg  ‘ha*  the  French  had  been  forced  to  open  Are  upon 
i  ;r.  a*  they  were  advancing. 

The  Zeppelin  turned  and  wtarted  in  a  circle,  and  then  sud- 
Ct  u)y  a  little  aeroplan*  was  seen  darting  from  behind  a  tall 

tfcoreh  Hpl'w. 


Up  it  went,  heading  straight  for  the  death-dealing  machine 
that  seemed  to  be  floating  about  in  absolute  triumph. 

“Great  Scott!”  Young  Wild  West  exclaimed.  “What  docs 
that  fellow  intend  to  do?  1  can  see  that  there  is  but  one  man 
in  that  aeroplane.  Has  he  the  nerve  to  do  battle  with  that 
monster  Zeppelin?” 

No  one  made  a  reply. 

They  were  almost  rendered  breathless  now,  for  with  all 
the  speed  it  was  capable  of,  the  french  aeroplane  was  dart¬ 
ing  upward  and  toward  the  terrible  monster  of  the  air,  as  it 
might  be  called. 

Shots  were  fired  from  the  Zeppelin,  showing  plainly  that 
they  realized  they  were  in  danger. 

But  the  bullets  went  wide  of  the  marl:,  and  nearer  rushed 
the  aeroplane. 

The  buzzing  of  the  propeller  sounded  plainly  to  the  ears 
of  our  friends  as  the  kite-like  machine  pushed  toward  the  foe. 

Two  minutes  later  and  the  crisis  came. 

Several  shots  were  fired  from  the  Zeppelin,  and  then  the 
aeroplane,  which  had  got  slightly  above  the  bigger  flying- 
machine,  darted  suddenly  downward  and  Wild  and  his  com¬ 
panions  felt  as  if  they  could  almost  hear  the  sounds  of  the 
concussion. 

a  muffled  explosion  sounded,  and  then  both  the  aeroplane, 
which  had  become  wedged  fast  in  some  manner,  and  the  Zep¬ 
pelin,  started  to  descend. 

“He  did  it,  by  jingo!”  Young  Wild  West  exclaimed,  his 
eyes  flashing  with  admiration.  “The  nerve  of  that  French¬ 
man  was  something  great,  for  he  must  have  found  that  it 
meant  nothing  short  of  death  to  him  by  doing  what  he  just 
did.” 

Faster  and  faster  the  disabled  Zeppelin  and  the  little  aero¬ 
plane  that  had  conquered  it  came  down. 

The  last  our  friends  saw  of  them  they  were  disappearing 
behind  a  big  building  off  to  the  left. 

But  they  knew  the  result. 

Certain  death  came  to  both  the  daring  aeroplane  operator 
and  those  who  had  manned  the  terrible  German  destroyer. 

“Hooray  for  the  French!”  Cheyenne  Charlie  shouted,  waving 
his  hat. 

But  his  wife  quickly  remonstrated. 

“Don’t  say  that,  Charlie.” 

“All  right,  gal.  I  sorter  forgot  myself  ag’in.  I  s’pose  I 
would  have  said  the  same  thing  if  it  had  been  a  German  what 
done  that  trick.  I  ain’t  afraid  of  nothin’  as  I  know  of,  but  I 
sorter  think  I’d  draw  the  line  when  it  comes  to  doin’  a  thing 
like  that.  Anyhow,  you  couldn’t  git  me  to  go  up  in  one  of 
them  flying  machines  for  a  million  dollars.” 

The  disaster  that  came  to  the  big  Zeppelin  flying  machine 
seemed  to  have  some  effect  upon  the  fighting  that  was  go¬ 
ing  on. 

The  firing  became  less,  especially  from  the  rifles,  though 
the  heavy  cannons  of  the  French  kept  on  booming. 

“I  imagine  that  the  Germans  have  got  a  little  the  worst  of 
the  attack,”  Wild  said,  as  he  nodded  to  Arietta.  “But  no 
doubt  they  are  expecting  reinforcements,  and  if  they  get 
enough  soldiers  here  the  city  will  soon  be  in  their  hands.” 

“You  don’t  intend  to  remaind  hero  until  that  happens,  do 
you,  Wild?” 

“I  hardly  know  what  to  do,  little  girl.  I  suppose  the  best 
thing  we  could  do  would  be  to  attempt  to  leave  the  city.  But 
this  idea  of  going  to  Paris  don’t  appeal  to  me  as  much  as  it 
did  when  we  started  from  Metz.  We  are  getting  further  away 
all  the  time  from  our  Wild  West  show.  Another  thing,  I 
nardly  thought  there  would  be  as  much  fighting  on  the  French 
frontier  as  all  this.” 

“Then  you  feel  like  going  back  ovqr  the  German  line?” 

“I  reckon  I  do,  Et.” 

“So  do  I,  Wild.  I  think  that  Germany  is  about  the  safest 
place  there  is  now,  for  there  is  no  firing  going  on  within  its 
borders.  The  battles  are  being  fought  along  the  French 
frontier  and  in  Belgium,  from  what  we  have  learned.” 

“All  right,  little  girl.  We’ll  remain  here  until  it  gets  dark, 
and  then  we’ll  strike  hack  in  the  direction  we  came.” 

This  satisfied  the  young  deadshot’s  sweetheart,  for  she  im¬ 
mediately  clapped  her  hands. 

The  fact  was  that  he  had  not  been  greatly  in  favor  of 
trying  to  push  their  way  to  Paris,  anyhow,  though  she  would 
not  say  anything,  since  Wild  had  expressed  himself  as  being 
determined  to  do  it. 

As  they  did  not  intend  to  force,  an  entrance  to  the  empty 
house,  they  simply  sat  around  among  the  trees  near  the  shod 
where  the  horses  and  wagon  were  concealed. 

There  was  firing  down  all  the  afternoon,  but,  they  had  be¬ 
come  no  used  to  it  that  the  roar  of  the  battle  did  not  p:\  \er.t 
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t- *  '  .  uking  each  other  heard,  and  they  talked  over 

i-1  t  r  ,  :  >  their  hearts’  content. 

rt  is  the  sun  was  setting  they  saw  two  men  approach- 
•(  ■:  .-m  a  lot  that  was  back  of  the  house  nearest  to  them. 

They  seemed  to  be  heading  for  where  our  friends  were 
n  v:ing  their  temporary  quarters,  and  acted  as  if  they  were 
somewhat  afraid  to  approach. 

Wild  walked  between  some  of  the  trees,  and  got  a  good  look 
at  hern  as  they  came  along,  stepping  as  softly  as  if  they  were 
treading  upon  eggs. 

Ah!”  he  exclaimed,  his  face  lighting  up.  “One  of  them 
is  the  farmer.  1  wonder  what  he’s  coming  back  here  for?” 

He  quickly  called  his  companions  to  let  them  know  of  his 
discovery. 

Then  he  stepped  out  into  an  open  space  and  beckoned  for 
the  two  to  come  on. 

This  seemed  to  be  exactly  what  they  expected,  for  they 
came  on  a  run. 

The  first  thing  the  farmer  did  was  to  embrace  the  young 
deadshot  heartily. 

Then  he  talked  excitedly  in  French  for  a  moment,  hut 
checking  himself,  pointed  to  his  companion. 

“Parley  vous  Francaise?”  the  latter  said,  bowing  politely. 

“No,”  Wild  answered.  “Can  you  speak  English?” 

“Yes,  M’sieur.” 

“Good!  Now  then,  tell  us  howT  the  sick  woman  made  out.” 

“She  is  safe  on  the  train  that  is  going  to  Paris,”  was  the 
reply.  “A  physician  pronounces  her  as  being  curable,  and  she 
soon  will  be  with  her  sister.” 

“How  about  her  husband?”  and  Wild  nodded  to  the  farmer. 
“Why  didn’t  he  accompany  her?” 

“He  is  going  to  try  to  enlist  in  the  army,  though  of  course 
he  will  not  be  taken.  But  he  can’t  be  persuaded  differently. 
He  is  too  old  to  be  a  soldier,  you  know.” 

"He’s  spunky  enough,  anyhow,”  Cheyenne  Charlie  declared, 
nodding  his  head  approvingly,  as  he  looked  at  the  farmer. 

It  seemed  that  the  poor  fellow  who  had  been  forced  to 
leave  his  farm  had  a  ponsiderable  sum  of  money,  and  when 
the  Interpreter  explained  to  our  friends  that  he  wanted  to 
make  them  a  present,  they  were  not  a  little  surprised. 

“You  tell  him  to  keep  all  the  money  he  has,  for  no  doubt 
he  will  find  plenty  of  use  for  it  before  this  war  is  over,”  Wild 
answered.  “Anyhow,”  he  went  on  to  say,  “we  are  anything 
but  poor  ourselves.  We  have  enough  money  to  last  us  for  a 
long  time,  even  if  we  are  unable  to  run  our  "Wild  West  show.” 

When  this  was  translated  to  the  French  farmer  he  shook 
his  head  and  again  insisted. 

But  it  was  no  use. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  were  not  the  ones  to  take 
anything  in  the  way  of  a  reward  for  rendering  even  a  great 
assistance. 

No  doubt  what  they  had  done  for  the  man  could  be  called 
something  great,  but  they  did  not  seem  to  think  so. 

Always  bent  upon  lending  a  helping  hand  and  righting  the 
wrongs  they  came  upon,  the  young  deadshot  and  his  partners 
were  willing  to  let  it  go  at  that. 

The  satisfaction  of  being  able  to  do  things  waS  reward 
enough  for  them. 

The  farmer  and  his  companion  did  not  remain  there  very 
long. 

They  seemed  anxious  to  go  back  into  the  city,  so  after 
shaking  hands  all  around,  they  bade  the  young  deadshot  and 
his  friend  adieu  and  took  their  depaiture. 

“Now,  then,”  Wild  said,  nodding  to  his  companions,  “we’ll 
have  something  to  eat  and  by  that  time  it  will  be  dark  enough 
for  us  to  take  the  back  trail.” 

It  was  a  cold  lunch  they. had  at  noon,  but  they  now  felt  that 
it  would  be  safe  to  kindle  a  fire  and  cook  something  for  their 
supper,  so  Hop  and  Anna  promptly  got  at  work. 

In  a  little  over  half  an  hour  they  sat  down  to  a  pretty 
good  supper  of  bread,  ham  and  eggs,  and  coffee,  and  by  the 
time  they  finished  eating  it  was  thoroughly  dark. 

Then  the  horses  were  hitched  to  the  wagon,  and  their 
own  steeds  saddled  ready  to  make  their  departure. 

But  at  the  very  moment  Wild  was  about  to  speak  the  word 
to  mak  the  start  the  hoof-beats  of  many  horses  and  the 
jangling  of  cavalry  equipments  reached  their  ears. 

A  '  and  of  mounted  troopers  was  coming  down  the  road. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

n  1WEE1S  THE  FIRIN’O  LINTS. 

‘  ■  W  ild  West  knew  there  was  a  p«  Hiance  that 

t).  .kpproai  hing  horsemen  would  not  ^ee  th<  m,  so  he  quickly 
twl-.Ised  all  hands  to  get  back  behind  the  house. 


Down  the  road  came  the  mounted  men  at  a  swinging  gallop. 

The  young  deadshot  made  his  way  swiftly  among  the  trees 
until  he  was  within  a  few  yards  of  the  road. 

There  was  no  light  anywhere  on  the  premises,  and  when 
he  saw  as  many  as  a  score  of  German  cavalrymen  continue 
on  past  the  house,  he  felt  somewhat  relieved. 

Not  that  he  feared  there  would  be  much  difficulty  in  explain¬ 
ing  to  them  their  presence  there,  but  It  would  save  time  and 
probably  worrfment,  especially  for  the  girls. 

Yv^hen  the  last  man  had  disappeared  in  the  darkness  he  hur¬ 
ried  back  to  his  companions. 

“They  didn’t  happen  tq  see  us,”  he  said,  “so  I  reckon  every¬ 
thing  will  be  all  right  now.  Still,  It  will  hardly  do  for  us  to 
leave  here  right  away  if  we  intend  to  continue  on  to  the  little 
bridges.  I  reckon  wTe  had  better  wait  a  while  to  make  sure 
that  they  are  not  coming  back.” 

“What  are  they  goin’  that  way  for,  anyhow?”  Cheyenne 
Charlie  asked,  somewhat  puzzled.  “There  ain’t  no  French 
for  ’em  to  fight  in  that  direction,  I’m  mighty  sartin.” 

“I  have  no  idea  what  their  mission  is,  Charlie.  But  it’s  all 
right,  anyhow.  We’ll  give  them  a  chance  to  get  a  little  dis¬ 
tance  the  oth§r  side  of  the  bridge.  Then  we’ll  go  on  and  turn 
to  the  right  and  follow  the  rough  road,  the  same  wTay  we 
came  here.” 

“You  mean  go  on  till  you  strike  a  good  road  that  leads  over 
that  fine  bridge  most  of  the  German  soldiers  must  have 
crossed,  eh,  Wild?” 

“That’s  it.” 

“All  right,  then.” 

Wild  knew  it  was  not  necessary  to  wait  very  long,  since  the 
cavalrymen  must  already  be  half  a  mile  away. 

But  he  waited  ten  minutes  longer,  and  then  mounting  his 
horse  he  gave  the  word  for  the  rest  to  come  on. 

Out  upon  the  highway  the  young  deadshot  and  Arietta  rode, 
Anna  and  Eloise  coming  close  behind  them. 

Hop  followed  with  the  wagon,  and  Charlie  and  Jim  brought 
up  the  rear  so  if  anything  happened  they  would  be  ready 
to  guard  their  property. 

They  had  barely  reached  the  little  bridge  -when  hoof-beats 
sounded  behind  them. 

Charlie  and  Jim  were  the  first  to  hear  them,  and  they 
promptly  let  the  young  deadshot  know  about  it. 

“What’s  the  trouble  now?”  Wild  asked,  as  he  came  riding 
back  to  them. 

“More  of  ’em  cornin’,  Wild,”  the  scout  answered,  quickly. 
“But  there  ain’t  over  two  or  three  as  far  as  I  kin  make  out.” 

“Drive  on,  Hop,  and  get  to  the  other  side  of  the  bridge.  Turn 
to  the  right,”  commanded  our  hero. 

“Allee  light,  Misler  Wild,”  came  from  the  front  of  the 
wagon,  and  then  the  Chinaman  started  the  team  to  a  quick 
trot. 

“Follow  him,  girls,”  wras  the  next  order. 

Arietta,  Anna  and  Eloise  started  after,  him  without  saying 
a  word. 


Then  Wild  and  his  partners  rode  slowly  to  the  bridge,  and 
came  to  a  halt  in  the  center  of  it. 

Just  then  the  outlines  of  three  horses,  each  with  a  man 
upon  its  back  were  to  be  seen  not  far  away  . 

They  came  right  on  at  a  gallop  and  had  nearly  reached  the 
bridge  when  they  saw  our  friends  at  a  halt  there. 

Quickly  they  reinr-d  in*  their  horses. 

The  stars  were  shining  brightly  overhead,  and  gave  enough 
light  Lor  ^  oung  Y\  i  1  d  West  to  see  that  one  of  the  three  was 
a  minor  officer,  probably  a  corporal  or  something  of  the  sort. 

The  other  two  were  just,  ordinary  mounted  troopers. 

Exclamations  of  surprise  came  from  the  lips  of  the  Ger¬ 
mans  as  they  came  up  close  and  scrutinized  the  three  West¬ 
erners  closely. 

“We  are  friends,”  Wild  said,  in  as  good  German  as  he  could 
master.  “Americans  from  the  big  Wild  West  show.” 

The  corporal  rode  up  close  to  him.  and  after  looking  him 
shrrply  in  the  face  as  well  as  he  could,  he  answered  In  a  wav 
that  told  he  was  doubtful  about  them  being  friends. 

Neither  of  them  could  understand  a  word  of  English  but 
Wild  did  his  level  best  to  explain  things  to  them. 

He  partly  succeeded,  though  even  then  they  were  not  satis¬ 
fied,  and  after  holding  a  brief  consultation  the  corporal  inti¬ 
mated  that  they  must  accompany  them. 


the  three 


t  name  whispered,  “you  ain’t  goin*  to  le 
measely  coyotes  make  us  prisoners,  are  you?” 

“Not  much.”  was  the  reply.  -But  we’il  humor  them  for  a 
minute  or  two.  Just  make  it  appear  that  you  are  perfectly 
willing  to  go  with  them.  You.  too.  Jim.” 
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"All  right.  ^Nild,”  Dart  answered,  just  as  if  nothing  in  the 

*  *a\  of  danger  threatened  them. 

The  three  mounted  troopers  talked  in  German  for  a  minute 

l  or  two.  then  Wild  and  his  partners  were  ordered  to  ride  over 
I  the  bridge  with  them. 

They  kept  their  horses  at  a  walk,  and  just  as  the  Germans 
wort.'  about  to  make  them  go  at  a  faster  face.  Hop  Wall  sud¬ 
denly  appeared  from  a  clump  of  bushes,  puffing  away  upon 
}  a  Mg  cigar. 

’’Veily  nicee  evening,  so  be,”  he  called  out,  as  he  stepped 
directly  in  front  of  the  cavalrymen. 

Not  a  little  surprised,  they  reined  in  their  horses,  at  the 
same  time  talking  excitedly. 

“Whattee  mattee,  Misler  Wild?”  the  clever  Chinese  asked, 
as  he  turned  to  the  young  deadshot. 

“It  seems  that  we  are  prisoners,  Hop.  These  three  fellows 
happened  to  come  along,  no  doubt  intending  to  catch  up  with 
those  who  went  ahead.  There  was  no  chance  of  us  getting 
A  away  from  them  without  being  seen,  so  we  thought  we  had 
better  wait.” 

“You  showee  lem  um  gleat  paper  flom  um  Kaiser,  Misler 
Wild?” 

“No,  Hop,  they  couldn’t  see  it  if  I  did.” 

“Lat  allee  light.  Me  lightee  matchee.  You  showee  veily 
muchee  quickee.” 

Wild  thought  this  would  be  a  good  idea,  so  he  quickly  pro¬ 
duced  the  paper,  and  when  Hop  struck  a  match  he  unfolded  it 
and  showed  the  royal  seal  and  the  signature  of  the  Kaiser’s 
private  secretary  to  the  corporal. 

The  latter  gave  a  start  and  insisted  upon  reading  the  docu¬ 
ment. 

Hop  struck  several  matches  in  order  for  him  to  do  so. 

Then  he  talked  with  his  two  men  and  still  seemed  inclined 
to  think  that  our  friends  must  be  spies. 

“You  will  come  with  us  and  report  to  our  captain,”  was  the 
verdict,  which  was  understood  by  Wild  and  Jim  pretty  well. 

*  “You  no  go,  Misler  Wild.  Me  fixee  veily  muchee  quickee,” 

Hop  said,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice.  “Me  makee  lem  go  likee 
anythling.”  '  j 

Then  the  Chinaman  reached  under  his  blouse  and  drew 
something  from  it,  unobserved  by  anyone  but  the  young  dead- 
shot  who  happened  to  be  watching  him  closely. 

It  was  nothing  more  or  less  than  a  big  home-made  fire¬ 
cracker,  for  Hop  Wah  claimed  to  have  once  been  employed 
in  a  factory  where  fireworks  were  made  in  China,  and  he  had 
a  way  of  making  all  sorts  of  explosives. 

The  cracker  he  now  had  in  his  hand  was  heavily  loaded 
with  gunpowder  and  other  explosive  matter  so  that  it  would 
4  not  only  create  a  loud  noise  but  send  a  shower  of  sparks 
flying  in  every  direction  and  at  the  same  time  cause  a  dense 
smoke. 

He  kept  on  puffing  at  his  cigar,  and  when  he  had  a  good  live 
a  coal  at  the  end  of  it  he  touched  the  fuse  of  the  cracker  to 

*  It  and  then  looking  upward,  exclaimed,  excitedly: 

“Lookee  outtee.  Bigee  airship  allee  samee  dlop  bomb,  so 

be.” 

Naturally  all  hands  turned  their  eyes  skyward. 

But  there  was  nothing  like  an  airship  there. 

Then  Hop  dropped  the  cracker  right  under  the  horse  that 
was  nearest  to  him. 

There  was  a  sputter  and  a  fizz,  and  then - 

Bang!  * 

1  The  horses  of  the  cavalrymen  plunged  wildly  and  broke  into 
^  a  run,  while  their  riders  uttered  cries  of  alarm. 

Of  course  the  horses  of  Wild  and  his  partners  were  fright¬ 
ened,  too,  but  they  knew  enough  to  hold  them  in. 

As  the  three  Germans  went  riding  away,  unable  to  control 

*  their  mounts,  they  managed  to  reach  the  end  of  the  bridge, 
and  then  turning  to  the  right,  came  upon  the  girls  and  the 
wagon. 

‘  Hip  hi,  hoolay!”  the  clever  Chinee  exclaimed,  as  he  ran 
fo'v  ard  and  leaped  upon  the  seat  of  the  wagon.  “Gittee  ap. 
Hullv  uppee.” 

“Go  ahead.  Hop.  Go  on,  girls,”  Wild  called  out.  “I  reckon 
4  th'  '  'ellows  won’t  get  back  here  right  away.  Most  likely 
th-  nk  an  airship  dropped  a  bomb,  and  they  won’t  feel 
Ilk'  omlDg  beck  very  soon  to  investigate.” 

jY(.  n;  of  the  clever  Chinee  worked  fine,  for  our  friends 

*  <o*  -  .r.  <--d  or.  their  way,  going  a3  fast  a.s  the  wagon  could  be 

IHfl  tb'-  v-aoi,  M4  0t  I'-'ictn  they  to  the  main  high- 

*y,  which  kd  on  direetly  to  the  besieged  city  of  Nancy. 

However,  they  were  unable  to  proceed  very  far,  for  sud- 
4en\y  they  heard  aounda  which  Indicated  the  near  approach 
g  bo Jy  of 


“More  German  troops  coming,  Wild  raid,  as  he  called  a 
halt.  “I  can’t  see  them,  but  ray  ears  are  pretty  good,  aDd  1 
am  satisfied  that  1  am  correct  in  what  I  am  saying.” 

They  lemained  there  for  three  or  four  minutes,  and  then 
all  hands  became  convinced  that  a  large  body  of  men  surely 
were  coming  along  the  road  on  their  way,  no  doubt,  to  join 
the  forces  that  were  attacking  Nancy. 

“Well  little  girl,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  nodding  to  his 
sweetheart,  “I  reckon  we  had  better  get  off  this  road  as 
quickly  as  possible.  We’ll  turn  to  the  right,  and  keep  along 
about  half  a  mile  from  the  river.  As  soon  as  we  find  a  good 
place  we’ll  camp  for  the  night.  There  must  be  patches  of 
woods  here  and  there.” 

“Whatever  you  think  best.  Wild.  But  I  rather  wish  we  were 
back  in  Germany.” 

“Never  mind,  Et..  •  We’ll  get  there  soon  enough.  Just  re¬ 
member  that  we  are  having  an  exciting  time  of  it  here  on  the 
French  border.  That  is  worth  a  whole  lot,  you  know.” 

“I  suppose  you  may  look  at  it  that  way,  if  you  like,”  the  girl 
answered,  showing  plainly  that  she  hardly  agreed  with  him. 

Part  of  the  time  they  were  able  to  see  the  river,  for  now 
and  then  the  way  led  them  downward  into  a  gully  or  depres¬ 
sion  of  the  earth’s  surface. 

For  about  a  mile  they  went  along,  and  then  they  not  only 
came  to  a  good-sized  patch  of  woods,  but  saw  two  or  three 
houses  located  close  to  the  bank  of  the  river. 

They  were  rather  small  dwellings,  one  of  them  being  nothing 
more  than  a  hut. 

/ 

But  all  were  deserted,  though  the  ground  near  them  was  in 
a  state  of  cultivation,  and  vineyards  of  grapes  were  to  be  seen 
as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach. 

Striking  a  roadway  which  led  right  into  the  woods,  they  fol¬ 
lowed  it  along,  and  coming  to  a  spot  where  the  trees  grew 
close  together  and  the  underbrush  grew  rank,  the  young  dead- 
shot  decided  to  halt  there  and  remain  until  morning,  unless 
they  were  disturbed. 

“We’ll  stop  right  here,”  ho  said,  speaking  in  a  low  tone  of 
voice,  for  he  was  not  sure  that  there  might  not  be  soldiers 
sneaking  around  the  vicinity.  “Girls,  you  can  sleep  in  the 
wagon.  We’ll  lie  on  our  blankets  under  it.” 

It  was  still  rather  early  in  tlie  evening,  but  it  was  out  of 
the  question  to  think  of  lighting  a  lantern. 

The  necessary  preparations  were  soon  made,  the  horses 
being  tied  where  they  could  nibble  at  the  grass  which  was 
growing  in  an  open  spot  a  short  distance  away. 

But  no  one  had  any  notion  of  going  to  sleep  just  then. 

They  could  hear  sounds  from  across  the  river  which  told 
them  plainly  that  bodies  of  men  were  moving,  and,  also  the 
continuous  marching  of  infantry  came  to  their  ears  from  the 
direction  of  the  road  they  had  left  behind  them. 

After  listening- to  these  sounds  for  a  while  Jim  Dart  nodded 
to  his  partners  and  said: 

T  am  going  to  climb  a  tree  and  take  an  observation.  I 
imagine  that  this  one  right  here  is  tall  enough  for  me  to  get 
a  good  look  all  around.” 

“Go  ahead,  Jim.  You  like  that  sort  of  thing.  See  what  you 
can  and  tell  us  what  you  see.” 

Dart  was  not  long  in  climbing  the  tree. 

He  got  well  up  to  the  top,  and  then  found  that  he  could 
command  a  view  upon  all  sides,  for  it  happened  that  the  tree 
was  a  little  taller  than  those  standing  near  him. 

Naturally  he  looked  in  the  direction  of  the  road  they  had 
left  so  hurriedly,  and  when  he  saw  a  long  line  of  troops  which 
extended  as  far  as  the  range  of  his  vision  would  permit,  he 
knew  there  must  be  at  least  four  thousand  German  soldiers 
approaching. 

They  were  pn  foot,  too,  and  he  was  able  to  make  out  hero 
and  there  that  heavy  field-pieces  were  being  drawn  along  by 
horses  and  automobiles. 

But  when  he  turned  and  looked  across  the  river  and  saw 
lines  of  infantry  and  cavalry  coming  back,  ho  was  greatly 
surprised. 

“The  French  must  have  been  reinforced,”  was  his  inward 
comment.  “The  Germans  are  retreating  to  the  river.” 

At  that  very  moment  cannon  began  to  roar. 

Then  the  long  lines  of  soldiers  came  faster  toward  the  river, 
no  shots  being  fired  in  return. 

“How  about  it,  Jim?”  Wild  called  out  from  the  foot  of  the 
tree 

“The  Germans  are  retreating,”  was  the  reply.  “There  aro  a 
few  thousand  of  them  coming  to  help  them  out,  though.  The 
read  seems  to  ho  full  of  them  as  far  as  I  can  see.  But  those 
who  have  been  taking  part  In  the  attack  on  tho  city  are  surely 
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coming  back.  That  means  that  the  French  must  be  getting 
the  best  of  them.” 

It  happened  that  Jim  was  right  in  his  conclusion  that  the 
1' rench  had  been  reinforced. 

They  had  turned  the  tables  upon  the  attacking  forces,  and 
were  at  that  moment,  forcing  them  back  to  the  river. 

I  ho  bridges  that  spanned  the  stream  here  and  there  were 
utilized,  and  steadily  the  Kaiser’s  troops  poured  over  to  the 
side  upon  which  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  were  lo¬ 
cated. 


Two  hours  after  they  entered  the  woods  for  the  purpose  of 
camping  for  the  night,  thousands  of  soldiers,  both  infantry 
and  cavalry,  took  positions  along  the  river  to  await  the  attack 
of  the  French  forces. 

Skirmishing  was  kept  up  during  the  entire  night,  and  the 
Germans  succeeded  in  building  up  most  of  the  bridges. 

The  patch  of  woods  was  scarcely  a  quarter  cf  a  mile  in 
width,  and  it  happened  that  a  large  force  of  the  Germans  took 
a  stand  directly  at  the  edge  of  it  behind  the  very  spot  in 
which  our  fric-nds  were  located. 

.  This  meant  that  if  the  French  succeeded  in  crossing  the 
river  and  got  to  press!  the  invaders  sharply,  the  camp 
would  lie  right  in  their  way. 


But  our  friends  knew  nothing  of  this. 

In  ’.lie  darkness  of  the  woods  they  could  see  nothing  of  what 
was  going  on,  and  it  was  only  their  ears  which  told  them  that 
the  night  battle  was  raging. 

Still  it  was  net  really  a  battle. 

,  guns  had  become  silent,  probably  because  neither 

side  was  able  to  get  the  correct  range. 

The  situation  remained  about  the  same  until  day  broke. 

Then  our  friends  welcomed  the  light  with  eyes  that  were 
somewhat  heavy. 

a  kad  feared  to  take  the  risk  of  leaving  the  spot  in  the 
aikness,  hoping  that  the  way  would  be  clearer  when  morn¬ 
ing  came. 

Biu  knowing  that  they  were  actually  surrounded  by  both 
Germans  and  French,  they  now  felt  that  even  though  it  was 

getting  light,  they  would  have  a  small  chance  of  leaving  the 
woods. 

Maybe  we  have©  lillee  bleakfast,  Misler  Wild,”  Hop  said, 
as  It  rapidly  grew  lighter. 

llc  Lf.eGlicri  f  bite  t0  eat  wouldn’t  go  bad.  It  will  stimulate 
us  foi  what  is  to  come,”  was  the  reply. 

3*?  sottee  somethling  cookee,  Misler  Wild.” 

*?h\,we  have  gut  pl°nty  of  bread  and  butter. 

cooking1 ”  t  Un  S  1Ces  0f  smoked  ham-  We’ll  eat  it  without 

Allee  light,  ’  and  the  Chinaman  quickly  drew  his  keen- 
edged  knife  and  started  in.  % 

The  girls  did  not  have  much  of  an  appetite,  but  they  knew 

Lii  hnl  1  be  W2e  for,  th9m  t0  eat  something,  so  they  did  so, 
frim  washjag  tbe  f00d  down  with  the  water  they  took 
from  a  clear  pool  a  short  distance  away 

inJthe  flghtingSUn  Sh°Wed  itself  in  the  east  tbere  came  a  lull 

Only  a  few  scattered  shots  could  be  heard  now  and  then. 
Charlie,  said  Wild,  nodding  to  the  scout,  “let's  go  and  sec 
7  we  can  t  find  a  German  officer  who  can  talk  English.  “I 
don  I  like  the  idea  of  being  pinned  in  here,  for  the  first  thins 
we  know  we’ll  all  be  killed  without  any  cause  or  knowledge 
of  those  wlio  will  do  it.” 

‘‘Right  you  are,”  the  scout  answered,  cheerfully.  “Come  on  ” 
The  two,  did  not  take  their  rifles  with  them,  for  they  knew 
It  would  not  look  well  to  be  found  with  arms  upon  them 
They  even  hid  the  revolvers  they  carried,  and  then  assuring 
Jim  and  the  girls  as  they  left  that  he  would  soon  have  things 
brighter,  the  young  deadshot  hurried  off,  the  scout  close  at 
his  heels. 

The  two  made  their  way  directly  to  the  edge  of  the  river 
and  then  hurried  along  toward  the  houses  that  wTere  located 
upon  its  bank. 

When  they  were  yet  fifty  yards  from  the  nearest  house  a 
deafening  roar  sounded  from  the  opposite  of  the  river. 

\oung  Wild  w  pmj  raid  the  scout  came  to  an  abrupt  halt. 


-  - - 

natural  breastworks  that  happened  to  be 
to  the  river. 

it.  it  seemed  ,  pontoon  bridges  bad  been  eon- 

kly  brought  into  play,  and  while  the  heavy 
or  two  behind  them  held  the  Germans  back, 
ry  began  crossing. 
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A  troop  of  cavalry  suddenly  appeared,  and  the  horses  at 
once  were  forced  to  the  water. 

Then  other  troops  both  up  and  down  the  stream  did  the 

same. 

It  seemed  as  if  it  had  been  well  planned,  indeed,  for  while 
Wild  and  Charlie  stood  there  watching  it  in  a  sort  of  dazed 
admiration,  the  troops  began  landing  upon  the  other  side. 

Out  of  the  woods  poured  the  Germans  in  a  desperate  at¬ 
tempt  to  resist  the  plucky  French. 

The  roar  of  the  heavy  siege  gunds  and  the  bursting  of  the 
shells  made  a  din  that  was  terrific. 

A  shell  struck  a  building  near  them,  and  then  Wild  and 
Charlie  fled  for  the  French  line. 

There  was  no  other  way  to  do  it. 

Self  preservation  is  the  first  law  of  nature,  and  as  they  ran 
around  to  the  other  side  of  the  building  the  young  deadshot 
and  his  partners  were  confronted  by  a  line  of  glistening  bayo¬ 
nets  which  were  in  the  hands  of  the  advancing  infantry. 

They  were  compelled  to  leap  out  of  the  way,  for  they  were 
coming  with  such  a  rush  that  they  would  have  been  pierced 
quickly  and  trampled  under  foot. 

But  the  building  saved  them. 

“Hello!”  Wild  called  out,  singling  out  an  officer.  “We  are 
Americans.  Got  caught  here  and  must  ask  you  for  protec¬ 
tion.” 

The  officer  was  amazed,  for  it  happened  that  he  could  un¬ 
derstand  English  fairly  well. 

“I  will  hold  you  prisoners,”  he  said  sharply,  and  then  he 
gave  some  hurried  instructions,  with  the  result  that  Wild 
and  Charlie  were  forced  to  go  back  to  the  rear. 

They  were  not  searched,  but  treated  with  the  utmost  court¬ 
esy,  and  when  they  had  been  conveyed  across  the  river  upon 
the  little  float  and  got  behind  a  high  knoll,  they  sat  down 
with  a  corporal  and  two  men  to  guard  them. 

Neither  of  the  guards  could  understand  English,  so  in  spite 
of  all  the  French  he  could  command,' Wild  was  unable  to  let 
them  know  that  their  friends  were  in  danger  on  the  other 
side  of  the  river.  . 

The  battle  raged  for  two  solid  hours,  and  then  there  came 
a  lull. 

The  Germans  had  been  driven  back  about  five  miles,  and  the 
French  seemed  to  be  satisfied  to  let  it  rest  that  way  for  a 
time. 

They  were  anxious  hours  that  Young  Wild  West  and  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie  spent  until  noon. 

Then  they  suddenly  were  treated  to  a  sight  that  made  them 
leap  to  their  feet  and  give  vent  to  exclamations  of  joy. 

Coming  up  over  the  little  hill  they  saw  Jim  and  the  girls 
riding,  while  Hop  Wah  was  driving  the  team,  the  whole  party 
being  guarded  by  a  score  of  French  infantrymen. 

The  moment  she  set  eyes  upon  her  dashing  young  lover 
Arietta  urged  her  horse  forward,  in  spite  of  the  attempts  of 
the  soldiers  to  stay  her,  and  came  galloping  to  the  spot. 

She  fairly  leaped  into  Wild’s  arms  as  he  ran  to  receive  her. 
While  they  were  prisoners  for  t lie  time  being,  it  did  not 
seem  that  way. 

The  Frenchmen  looked  on  as  the  greetings  were  being  made, 
and  some  of  them  smiied  with  pleasure. 

After  what  seemed  to  be  a  long  time,  though  it  really  was 
but  a  few  minutes,  the  same  French  officer  Wild  and  Charlie 
had  met  as  they  dashed  to  the  French  line,  appeared  on  the 
scene. 

Wild  explained  to  him  the  situation,  showing  him  the 
French  document  he  possessed,  and  the  result  was  that  thev 
were  ordered  to  proceed  to  Nancy  under  a  guard  of  eight  cav¬ 
alrymen. 

Once  they  got  there  Wi’d  West  set  about  to  get  the  neces¬ 
sary  permission  to  proceed  on  their  way  to  Paris,  since  there 
seemed  no  possible  chance  or  getting  back  into  Germany  and 
partly  from  his  persistence  and  the  good  luck  that  generally 
wen (  with  him.  he  succeeded  in  doing  so. 

But  it.  was  a  long  way  to  the  French  capital,  and  there  was 
no  telling  what  might  happen  to  them  before  they  reached  it. 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


Word  has  been  received  at  Lewistown,  Pa.,  that  Harry 
Weber,  of  the  firm  of  Weber  &  Sons,  grocers,  has  just 
killed  a  large  black  bear  in  the  mountains  near  Renovo. 
lie  carried  only  shot  in  his  gun  intended  for  smaller  game, 
but  when  he  encountered  the  bear  he  used  both  barrels. 


A  wireless  torpedo,  invented  and  perfected  by  John 
Hays  Hammond,  Jr.,  at  his  radio  laboratory,  was,  it  is 
reported,  tried  at  Gloucester,  Mass.,  Nov.  16,  with  success. 
It  is  designed  to  explode  on  contact,  and  it  is  stated  was 
driven  from  Gloucester  Bay  to  the  Graves,  off  Boston 
Light,  a  distance  of  twenty-eight  miles,  during  which  it 
was  controlled  perfectly  and  brought  home  again  entirely 
by  electricity. 


On  the  farm  of  Alfred  C.  North,  at  Valley  Oaks,  Cal., 
a  young  English  walnut  orchard  holds  a  record  which 
many  of  the  old  settlers  claim  to  be  the  most  remarkable 
in  the  Slate.  Last  March  North  put  out  forty  acres  of 
young  walnut  trees.  Bv  actual  measurement  recently  it 
was  found  that  a  number  of  the  trees  stand  twelve  feet 
high,  showing  a  growth  of  ten  feet  in  seven  months.  A 
large  acreage  in  this  vicinity  is  being  planted  to  this  va¬ 
riety  of  walnut. 


Although  Ben  Schmidke,  of  Doniphan,  Kan.,  was  de¬ 
prived  of  the  use  of  his  legs  early  in  life  by  disease,  he  has 
paid  no  attention  to  the  serious  handicap.  He  is  the 
owner  of  a  clover  huller  and  engine  and  operates  the  en¬ 
gine,  getting  around  with  the  agility  of  a  squirrel.  His 
method  of  locomotion  is  on  his  hands  and  knees.  When 
he  wishes  to  jump  from  any  ordinary  height  he  goes  head 
first,  alighting  on  his  hands.  Baskets  and  buckets  he  car¬ 
ries  by  placing  the  ball  in  his  teeth.  He  owns  good  horses 
and  takes  care  of  them  himself.  Schmidke  scorns  charity 
and  is  always  cheerful.  ^ 


With  325,000  telephone  users  and  their  addresses  listed, 
the  fall  telephone  directory  of  New  York  came  from  the 
presses  recently  and  soon  will  be  distributed.  It  is  a 
bulky  volume,  being  printed  on  952  pages.  This  fall’s  di¬ 
rectory  will  have  a  circulation  of  606,000  copies,  41,000 
more  than  that  for  the  fall  of  1913.  There  is  an  increase 
of  20,000  names  and  sixty-four  pages.  The  Now  Jersey 
telenhone  directory,  including  Westchester  county  and 
7.  mg  Inland  exchanges,  is  being  distributed.  It  is  a  book 
of  430  pages,  containing  121,000  names,  and  will  have  a 
circulation  of  152,000  copies. 

While  looking  for  a  honey  tree  in  the  woods  near  Pli- 
<  ■  <  ,  ,  Wash.,  Andrew  Austin,  foreman  of  a  Northern  Pa- 
fjfir  »  <■:  ion  gang,  discovered  a  man  sleeping.  The  man 

scription  of  the  lone  survivor  of  the 
hank  robbers,  for  whose  capture  a 
hen  offered.  He  had  a  well-filled 
him  and  an  automatic  pistol  in  a 


holster,  while  on  his  face  was  a  ten-days’  growth  of  beard. 
Austin  stole  quietly  away  and  notified  officials  of  his  dis-^ 
covery,  with  the  result  that  within  u  short  time  the  sur¬ 
rounding  country  was  filled  with  men  eager  to  capture 
the  outlaw.  The  search  had  been  conducted  heretofore 
along  the  international  boundary. 


Details  of  the  remarkable  crossing  of  Greenland  by 
Knud  Rasmussen  and  P.  Freuchen  in  1912  have  been  slow 
in  reaching  the  world,  but  it  has  been  evident  since  the 
first  announcement  of  this  feat  that  it  was  in  many  ways 
unique  in  the  history  of  polar  exploration.  The  explorers 
left  the  Eskimo  trading-station  “Thule,”  near  Cape  York, 
April  5th,  1912,  for  the  eastern  coast.  On  the  outward 
journey  they  sledged  650  miles  over  the  inland  ice  in. 
165V2  hours,  while  on  the  return  journey  a  distance  of 
530  miles  was  covered  in  175^  hours.  Of  the  fifty-four 
dogs  with  winch  the  travelers  started,  twenty  were  brought 
back.  It  is  now  learned  that  another  somewhat  similar 
expedition  was  carried  out  in  1913,  and  that  the  station 
“Thule”  is  henceforth  to  be  the  base  of  extensive  explora¬ 
tions  in  northern  Greenland,  thanks  to  funds  provided 
for  this  purpose  by  a  Danish  manufacturer  named  Olsson. 
It  is  also  reported  that  Rasmussen  will  undertake  a  north 
polar  expedition  next  summer.  In  co-operation  with  the 
geologist  of  the  American  Crocker  Land  Expedition,  which 
has  its  base  in  Etah,  Greenland,  Rasmussen  recently  made 
a  study  of  an  immense  iron  meteorite,  found  at  Cape  Mel¬ 
ville  by  Eskimos,  and  has  taken  steps  to  have  it  trans¬ 
ported  to  Copenhagen. 


A  dirigible  airship,'  fully  equipped  with  machine  guns, 
wireless  telegraph  apparatus,  armored  cages  and  sensitive 
air  instruments,  is  being  constructed  at  Akron, ‘Ohio,  for 
the  United  States  government.  If  the  balloon  proves 
satisfactory  at  completion,  the  government  expects  to 
place  an  order  for  six  larger  ones  with  complete  war  equip¬ 
ment.  The  airship  now  being  built  is  165  feet  long  and 
40  feet  in  diameter,  with  a  lifting  capacity  of  nearly 
12,000  pounds.  It  will  easily  carry  twelve  men  in  a  steel 
car  suspended  beneath  it.  The  car  will  carry  machine 
guns,  oxygen  tanks,  and  air  pumps  to  supply  the  crew 
at  any  altitude.  Two  engines  of  100  horse-power  each 
will  l)e  used  to  propel  the  ship.  Another  twenty  horse¬ 
power  engine  will  be  installed  to  start  the  larger  ones. 
The  carrier  car  will  be  75  feet  long  and  10  feet  wide. 
Ralph  H.  Upson,  pilot  of  the  Goodyear  balloon,  which 
won  world  honors  last  year  from  Paris,  and  R.  A.  1).  Pres¬ 
ton,  his  aid,  are  supervising  the  work  on  the  big  dirigible. 
They  expect  to  complete  it  within  six  months.  It  will  bo 
shipped  to  the  seaboard  for  trial  flights.  The  approximate 
cost  of  the  airship  will  be  $150,000.  Others,  which  will 
be  constructed  on  a  larger  scale,  will  cost  more.  The 
largest  will  be  350  feet  in  length,  and  will  comfortably 
carry  a  crow  of  twenty 
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THE  FAIR  BANDIT 


By  “PAWNEE  JACK” 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  IV  (continued) 

“For  lie  is  a  selfish  man  who  would  barter  his  child’s 
happiness  for  gold,”  she  said  to  herself,  “and  I  will  not 
ruin  my  life  for  him.  I  am  not  a  child,  and  I  will  show 
my  father  that  he  will  not  have  his  own  way  in  everything, 
even  though  he  be  a  rich  and  powerful  man.” 

After  the  fair  maiden  had  retired  to  her  own  chamber 
that  night,  she  laid  her  curly  head  upon  her  soft  pillow, 
thinking  of  Harry  Payne.  But  ere  her  eyelids  closed 
over  her  bright  eyes,  there  came  a  tapping  at  her  window 
and,  arising  from  her  couch,  she  threw  on  a  loose  robe,  then 
peered  cautiously  out.  In  those  days  it  was  well  to  use 
caution,  for  her  father’s  ranch  was  situated  in  the  wildest 
part  of  the  West,  and  there  were  numerous  outlaw  bands, 
who,  knowing  of  his  vast  wealth,  would  hesitate  at  noth¬ 
ing.  They  would  murder  for  the  sake  of  a  few  shining 
dollars.  i 

Lorretta  knew  this,  and  from  her  childhood  she  had 
been  taught  to  be  careful.  Her  fears,  howevnr,  were  soon 
lulled,  for  it  was  Harry  Payne  who  stood  there  in  the 
moonlight.  She  could  not  see  his  face  because  of  the 
broad-brimmed  hat  that,  drooping  forward,  concealed  his 
features.  But  sh^  recognized  the  jaunty  buckskin  jacket, 
and  when  he  held  up  a  note  wrapped  about  a  stone  she 
leaned  forth  to  catch  it.  She  knew  he  dared  not  speak,  for 
he  might  be  overheard,  and  her  father’s  servants  were  all 
instructed  to  report  to  their  master  every  movement  of  his 
daughter. 

She  caught  the  message  he  tossed  up  to  her,  and,  taking 
it  from  about  the  stone,  read  it.  He  wanted  to  see  her  that 
#  night  at  midnight,  .in  the  grove  beside  the  river. 

Laughing  softly  to  herself,  she  pressed  the  missive  to  her 
lips,  and  then  hurriedly  dressed,  for  it  was  already  late, 
and  she  did  not  want  to  keep  him  waiting.  It  was  his 
writing,  she  knew  that,  for  had  she  not  received  manv 
puch  notes,  unknown  to  her  father. 

It  was  very  dark  when  she  stole  forth  from  the  house; 
not  a  single  ray  of  moonlight  lit  up  the  murky  scene,  for 
which  she  was  thankful.  Dad  there  been  a  bright  moon, 
her  flight  would  have  been  discovered.  Now  she  was 
safe. 

Like  a  frightened  deer  she  sped  along  over  the  ground, 
and  when  she  reached  the  grove,  panting  and  breathless, 
he  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  Halting  she  listened  eagerly, 
but  no  sound  save  the  night  wind  sighing  among  the  green 
trees  reached  her  ears. 

“Harry!"  >he  called,  softly,  a  strange  and  hitherto  un¬ 


known  fear  suddenly  taking  possession  of  her.  “Harry, 
ufiiere  are  you  ?  I  am  here  !” 

As  the  last  word  left  her  lips,  there  stepped  from  behind 
a.  tree,  not  Harry  Payne,  as  she  had  expected,  but  Belle 
Bouton,  the  bandit  queen,  wearing  a  buckskin  suit  exactly 
like  the  one  worn  by  the  young  man,  and,  before  the  as¬ 
tonished  maiden  could  utter  a  word,  she  said,  with  a  low 
laugh : 

“It  is  not  your  sweetheart,  fair  Lorretta,  as  you  can  see 
for  yourself.  I  have  laid  a  trap  for  , you,  and,  my  pretty 
one,  you  have  walked  into  it  with  your  eyes  open.” 

Then,  putting  a  silver  whistle  to  her  lips,  she  blew  three 
sharp  blasts. 

The  next  instant  Lorretta  was  surrounded  by  a  number 
of  .outlaws,  and  ere  she  realized  her  position  she  was  seized 
and  carried  bodily  up  the  mountainside. 


I 

CHAPTER  YI. 

i 

“WHEN  YOU  DIVIDE  A  PORTION  OF  YOUR  ILL-GOTTEN  GAINS 
AMONG  TIIE  POOR  AND  LOWLY,  THEN  YOUR  CHILD 
SHALL  BE  RESTORED  TO  YOU.” 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  Belle  Bouton  and  her  outlaw 
band  had  abducted  the  rich  ranch  owner's  daughter  and 
hidden  her  away  in  her  retreat  "among  the  mountains,  her 
existence  there  was  not  an  unpleasant  one.  She  became 
really  attached  to  the  outlaw  queen,  whom  she  found  to 
be  a  woman  of  education  and  refinement.  Her  opinion 
had  always  been  that  she  was  a  coarse,  rude  creature,  who 
drank,  swore,  gambled,  and  even  murdered  without  a  mo¬ 
ment’s  hesitation.  But  she  was  as  gentle  as  her  own 
mother  could  have  been. 

“I  have  not  made  you  a  prisoner  because  I  wanted  to 
deprive  you  of  your  liberty,  my  child,”  she  said,  kindlv. 
“But  because  1  want  to  make  your  father  give  up  a  por¬ 
tion  of  his  ill-gotten  gains.  If  lie  will  restore  to  the  poor 
meji  he  has  robbed  a  portion  of  the  gold  which  their  hard 
labor  has  made  for  him.  I  will  no  longer  detain  vou  here. 
But  unless  he  complies  with  my  wishes.”  her  eves  sud¬ 
denly  flashing,  “he  shall  never  see  you  again.  T  will  keep 
you  a  prisoner  here  while  you  live.” 

”\ou  mean  that  I  shall  never  be  allowed  to  return  to 
my  own  home:”  Lorretta  asked  slowly.  “But  I  fear  w>u 
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vn':  find  it  a  hard  task  to  make  him  part  with  §lhy  of  his 
coveted  gold,  even  a  small  portion.” 

“Then  he  must  be  resigned  to  the  fate  of  his  child,” 
w.u<  the  bandit  queen's  grim  reply.  “For  I  have  sworn  that 
v.!.  ess  llarvev  Gorman  returns  some  of  the  money  stolen 
from  the  poor  laborers  who  work  upon  his  ranch,  he  shall 
".ever  see  you  again.  And  Belle  Bouton  has  never  yet 
broken  an  oath.  Xo,  he  shall  never  look  upon  your  face 
again.  You  shall  never  leave  this  abode  in  the  midst  of 
the  mountains,  no  matter  how  long  you  may  live,  and  even 
should  I  die,  some  of  my  brave  band  will  still  keep  you 
here  a  prisoner.  Your  father  must  decide* between  the 
two — either  give  up  his  gold  or  you.” 

“But  I  may  escape,”  Lorretta  said,  her  dark  eyes  wan¬ 
dering  over  the  frowning  mountains,  whose  ragged  sum¬ 
mits  seemed  to  meet  the  fair  blue  sky.  “You  surely  would 
not  think  that  I  would  be  so  foolish  as  to  settle  quietly 
down  here  a  captive  and  never  think  of  escaping?  Sooner 
or  later  there  would  be  a  way  open  to  me.” 

Belle  Bouton  laughed  softly,  yet  mockingly. 

“Escape?”  she  repeated,  and  again  that  low  laughter 
rang  out  upon  the  air,  echoing  among  the  rocks  and  crags. 
“Escape  from  Belle  Bouton’s  retreat?  Ah,  no,  my  child. 
You  do  not  know  what  you  are  talking  about:  Xo  one 
ever  yet  escaped  from  this  place,  once  I  made  them  my 
prisoner.  It  is  too  safely  guarded.  Those  who  have  been 
in  my  power  only  escape  when  I  let  them  go  free.  Banish 
that  idea  from  your  pretty  head  at  once.” 

“But  I  have  friends  who  will  search  for  me,”  the  girl 
answered.  “They  will  rescue  me  at  the  risk  of  losing  their 
own  lives.  Harry  Payne  will  not  rest  either  day  or  night 
until  I  am  safe  in  my  home,  and  Border  Eagle  will  aid 
him,  for - ”  * 

“Border  Eagle,”  the  outlaw  queen  interrupted  eagerly. 
“Ah,  it  was  Border  Eagle  whom  I  rescued  from  p  his 
enemy’s  treachery.  Black  Wolf,  the  cowardly  chief,  stabbed 
him,  and  left  him  for  dead.  He  is  a  brave  youth,  this 
Border  Eagle,  and  in  a  hand-to-hand  conflict  he  could 
easily  conquer  the  Indian  whose  treachery  allowed  him  to 
seek  the  young  hunter’s  life.” 

“I  did  not  know  he  had  been  injured,”  Lorretta  said, 
her  face  growing  pale,  “and  I  hope  and  pray  it  is  not  se¬ 
rious.  for  he  is  far  too  brave  to  meet  with  such  a  fate. 
Will  he  die  from  the  effect  of  the  wound,  do  you  think?'’ 

“Xo,  he  will  recover,  but  the  cowardly  chief  lost  his  life, 
for  Star  Eyes,  Gray  Hawk’s  beautiful  daughter,  drove  her 
blade  through  hi?  treacherous  heart,  ere  he  could  clamber 
up  the  bank  where  she  was  standing.  So  his  triumph  was 
short-lived.” 

“Brave  Star  Eyes,  noble  girl,”  Lorretta  exclaimed,  her 
eve-  flashing.  “She  is  indeed  a  heroine  and  I  admire  her  a 
hundred  times  more  than  ever.  I  knew  that  Border  Eagle 
wa-  her  lover,  and  Black  Wrolf  also  wished  to  wed  her. 
Now,  he  is  out  of  her  way  forever.” 

“She  is  a  beautiful  maiden,”  the  outlaw  queen  replied. 
“But,”  ai,e  ?aid,  shaking  her  head  gravely,  “I  do  not  ap¬ 
prove  of  Border  Eagle  making  her  his  bride,  for,  after  all, 
in  of  her  beauty,  she  is  not  a  fitting  mate  for  him, 

a-  ■ jj.  -o  fair,  so  sweet  and  winsome.  But  I  must 
Jmt.c  you  alone  now.  Remember,  however,  that  it  will  be 
to  try  to  eaeape,  for  the  ways  are  all  well  guarded, 


and  no  one  yet  ever  attempted  it  but  they  fared  badly.  I 
shall  send  a  message  to  your  father  saying  that  when  he 
gives  back  to  the  poor  their  hard-earned  money  he  may 
have  his  daughter,  but  not  before.  And  if  he  has  any  heart 
at  all,  he  will  not  let  a  few  paltry  dollars  stand  between 
him  and  his  own  flesh  and  blood.” 

When  she  had  left  the  fair  girl  alone,  the  bandit  queen 
walked  slowly  to  a  huge  rock  that  overhung  the  ledge  in 
front  of  her  dwelling,  and,  leaning  against  it,  let  her  eyes 
wander  over  the  wild  scene  before  her.  It  was  rude  and 
uncivilized  enough  in  appearance,  yet  a  picture  to  delight 
the  soul  of  an  artist.  And  she,  the  famous  mountain 
queen,  held  sway  over  the  lawless  men  who  composed  her 
band.  At  a  single  command  from  her,  they  would  go 
through  seas  of  fire,  and  no  one  had  ever  yet  been  able 
to  invade  that  well-guarded  home  there  in  the  heart  of 
nature.  Her  enemies  were  many,  but  they  could  not  con¬ 
quer  her. 

„5*Belle  Bouton  has  passed  the  best  years  of  her.  life  in 
tins  wild  retreat,”  she  murmured.  “Here  she  will  live, 
here  she  will  die.  And  when  I  am  gone,  some  one  of  my 
faithful  followers  will  continue.  Ah,  well,  such  is  one 
woman’s  life.  But  I  wonder  why  I  have  taken  such  a 
fancy  to  that  child  in  there?  Every  time  I  look  at  her  I 
feel  my  lid  art  o’erflow  with  tenderness.  If  only — there, 
there,  my  good  friend,  no  sentiment  if  you  please.  It  does 
not  belong  in  your  life,  and  yet  I  cannot  help  looking 
backward  and  thinking  sometimes.” 

Harvev  Gorman  was  frantic  when  he  learned  that  the 
bandit  queen  had  his  daughter  a  prisoner,  and  refused  to 
give  her  up.  He  knew  it  would  be  all  in  vain  for  him  to 
make  the  attempt  to  try  and  rescue  her  by  force,  for  who 
had  ever  conquered  Belle  Bouton  ?  So  he  sent  a  mes¬ 
senger  with  a  flag  of  truce  to  her,  and  this  was  the 
answer  she  sent  him : 

“When  you  divide  a  portion  of  your  ill-gotten  gains 
among  the  poor  and  lowly,  then  your  child  shall  be  re¬ 
stored  to  you.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  FLAG  OF  TRUCE. 

When  Harvey  Gorman  received  the  message  sent  by  the 
bandit  queen  he  tore  his  hair  in  rage.  He  knew  he  had  a 
woman  with  an  iron  will  to  deal  with,  and  he  realized  that 
unless  he  came  to  her  terms  there  would  not  be  much  hope 
for  him. 

“Blame  her!”  he  shrieked,  tearing  his  hair.  “Blame 
her!”  I  wish  I  could  meet  her  face  to  face,  and  thus  deal 
with  her.  She  has  stolen  my  child  away  from  me;  she 
has  made  her  a  captive  there  in  that  wild,  mountain  re¬ 
treat,  in  which  no  man  dare  venture,  for  no  one  ever  yet 
went  there  and  returned.  She  knows  she  has  me  in  her 
power,  but  she  shall  not  rob  me  of  my  beautiful,  shining 
gold — my  bonny  silver — for  she  is  a  fiend  !  I  will  have  my 
child — T  will  have  her  if  Belle  Bouton’s  life  pays  the  for¬ 
feit!  Mow  dare  she  steal  her  from  me?  How  dare  she 
think  I  will  ever  give  her  my  precious  money  when  I  have 
worked  so  hard  to  get  it?  I  will  not — I  will  notl  I  will 
die  first !” 

(To  be  continued) 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


OUR  DREADNOUGHTS  BEST. 

The  Navy  League  of  the  United  States  called  attention 
recently  to  the  declarations  of  Maurice  Prendergast,  a 
noted  British  naval  expert,  that  with  the  completion  in 
1918  of  the  dreadnoughts  California,  Idaho  and  Missis¬ 
sippi,’ the  United  States  would  possess  the  most  powerful 
and  homogeneous  squadron  in  existence.  It  will  consist 
of  seven  superdreadnoughts.  Mr.  Prendergast  commends 
especially  the  American  center  line  plan  for  mounting 
the  big  fourteen-inch  guns,  and  praises  the  policy  of 
American  naval  designers  in  favor  of  thick  armor  or  none. 

In  an  article  for  The  Navy,  the  organ  of  the  British 
Navy  League,  Mr.  Prendergast  says: 

“With  perhaps  the  exception  of  the  Japanese  Fuso,  no 
dreadnought  among  the  fleets  on  active  service  can  com¬ 
pare  with  these  new  American  ships  in  the  matter  of  size. 
The  American  ships  will  probably  be  the  largest  afloat 
for  many  years  after  their  completion. 

‘■'During  the  past  ten  years  the  design  of  American  bat¬ 
tleships  has  displayed  a  remarkable  standard  of  excel¬ 
lence.  It  was  clearly  recognized  in  the  very  first  United 
Etates  dreadnoughts  that  plain  broadside  fire  was  of  more^ 
practical  value  than  heavy  end-on  fire  at  odd  angles.  After 
all  navies  had  tried  various  methods  of  mounting  big  guns, 
the  American  center-line  plan  had  to  be  finally  adopted. 

“These  new  American  ships  are  developed  from  jfhe 

Nevada  class.  J}oth  the  Nevada  and  our  Queen  Elizabeth 

were  designed  about  the  same  time,  and  numerous  points 

of  marked  resemblance  between  them  seem  to  raise  the 

# 

similarity  above  the  field  of  vulgar  coincidence.  For  neat¬ 
ness  of  design  the  American  ships  are  facile  princeps — a 
striking  contrast  to  some  dreadnoughts,  whose  minor  de¬ 
tails  seem  to  have  been  ‘shoveled  on  just  where  they  will 
fit/  as  a  sort  of  afterthought.” 

HOOKING  ALLIGATORS. 

“Hunting  alligators  at  night  with  a  bull’s-eye  lantern 
and  shotgun  is  tame  sport  compared  with  what  is  called 
a  ’gator  hunt  down  in  Florida,”  said  an  old  Floridian  who 
is  visiting  New  York.  “I  mean  the  feat  of  capturing  an 
alligator  alive  and  then  towing  the  fellow  to  high  ground 
through  mud  and  water  from  what  is  called  in  Florida  a 
’gator  hole. 

“The  ’gator  fishermen  first  find  the  hole  which  is  indi¬ 
cated  by  an  opening  in  the  surrounding  grass  in  the  midst 
of  a  dense  growth  of  vegetation,  where  the  ground  is  worn 
smooth  bv  the  alligator  in  his  pulls  in  and  out.  Sometimes 
thepe  ’gator  holes  are  in  the  nature  of  a  cave  in  the  bank 
of  a  stream,  and  may  be  fifteen  or  twenty  feet  deep,  and 
if  so  it  is  not  an  easy  matter  to  get  the  animal  out. 

“The  fisher  is  supplied  with  a  long  pole  with  a  metal 
hook  on  the  end.  He  takes  a  strong  rope  and  throws  it 
about  the  entrance  of  the  hole.  Then  the  fisher  rams  with 
the  hooked  pole  down  the  den  and  waits  and  listens.  Tf 
he  finds  a  'gator  in  the  hole  he  teases  the  beast  by  poking! 
him  until  the  ’gator  in  a  rage  finally  grabs  the  hooked  ( 


pole  and  is  pulled  from  the  den.  It  is  with  uncertainty 
that  he  is  dragged  forth,  for  it  is  not  known  whether  the 
catch  is  large  or  small;  the  fisher  does  Dot  know  whether 
tc  get  into  shape  to  run  or  to  fight.  Out  the  ‘gator  comes, 
bellowing  and  roaring  mad. 

“After  the  ’gator  is  dragged  to  the  surface  he  in  his 
rage  turns  and  rolls  and  finally  twists  himself  up  in  the 
rope  or  noose  that  has  been  previously  prepared.  With 
the  assistance  of  the  others  in  the  party  the  ‘gators  legs 
and  mouth  are  tied,  and  the  ’gator  is  a  prisoner. 

“The  ’gator  is  for  the' most  part  caught  in  marshes 
where  the  ground  is  soft  and  slushy,  and  too  wet  for  either 
horse  or  wagon  to  enter.  The  fishers  are  compelled  to 
carry  their  catch  to  higher  ground,  there  to  be  loaded  into 
vthe  waiting  wagon,  and  the  hunt  is  ended.”  < 


CHINESE  WATER-NUTS. 

In  China  the  term  “water  chestnut”  is  indiscriminately 
applied  to  several  varieties  of  nuts  from  plants  growing 
in  water.  These  form  a  considerable  portion  of  the  food- 
supply  of  many  natives.  They  are  so  well  liked  by  the 
Chinese  that  large  quantities  of  the  nuts  are  consumed  by 
Chinese  abroad,  who  go  to  great  trouble  to  import  them. 

Perhaps  the  best  known  is  that  which  is  found  in  the 
Yangtze  Valley.  There  it  is  called  “ling,”  and  in  the 
Canton  country  it  is  known  as  “ling  kok.”  This  nut  is 
shaped  much  like  the  two  horns  of  a  water  buffalo  or  a 
Texas  steer,  including  a  portion  of  the  skull.  The  shell 
is  so  hard  as  to  require  cracking  and  the  kernel  is  com¬ 
paratively  small,  consisting  of  almost  pure  starch. 

The  “ling”  or  “ling  kok”  is  the  variety  most  generally 
noticed  by  travelers  along  the  canals  of  central  China. 
On  the  canal  system  connected  with  the  Grand  Canal  in 
Che-kiang  province,  and  in  that  canal  itself,  the  cultiva¬ 
tion  reaches  its  greatest  extent.  .  The  nuts  are  planted 
merely  by  dropping  old  nuts  at  intervals  of  a  few  feet 
in  ponds  or  along  the  edge  of  a  canal,  where  the  plants 
can  be  fenced  in  by  bamboo  poles  and  a  network  of  the 
same  material. 

They  are  planted  annually  in  the  spring,  growing  1  w?st 
in  five  or  six  feet  of  water.  The  nuts  take  root  quickly 
and  send  a  shoot  to  the  surface  in  an  incredibly  short 
time.  The  nuts  are  formed  among  the  leaves  of  the  plant 
on  the  surface  and  are  gathered  in  boats.  A  water-chest- 
nut  field  of  this  sort  resembles  in  appearance  a  field  of 
water  hyacinth  in  the  rivers  of  our  Southern  States.  The 
nut  plants,  in  fact,  grow  under  similar  conditions  to  those 
pertaining  to  the  water  hyacinth,  and  it  is  thought  proba¬ 
ble  that  the  nut  could  be  cultivated  in  our  country  in  sec¬ 
tions  where  the  water  hyacinth  flourishes. 

The  Chinese  use  these  nuts  in  various  wavs.  They  are 
to  be  had,  roasted,  of  street  venders  in  central  China; 
i hc\  are  eaten  boiled,  tasting  somewhat  like  a  Jerusalem 
artichoke:  they  are  made  into  various  pastries  and  pud¬ 
dings.  some  of  the  latter  being  von  popular  among  for¬ 
eigners  in  China. 
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DICKERING  DICK 

- OE - 

THE  LUCKY  BOY  TRADER 


By  DICK  ELLISON 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  IV  (continued) 

‘‘Well,  I'll  kill  him  in  less  than  two  hours  if  you  will  | 
give  me  that  black  rooster  out  there  with  those  long 
spurs.”  > 

“Gosh,  I’ll  do  it,"  said  the  old  man. 

The  cock  was  what  is  known  as  a  Black  Spanish,  but  then 
Jones  knew  nothing  about  what  sort  of  chickens  they  had. 
They  were  a  mixture  of  all  kinds.  They  had  Brahmas, 
and  a  few  Leghorns  all  mixed  up  together.  Dick  knew 
something  about  game  chickens,  for  there  were  certain 
parties  over  on  the  south  side  of  the  town  who  frequently 
indulged  in  the  sport  of  cock-fighting,  and  knew  something 
about  the  value  of  game  cocks. 

The  Black,  Spanish  cock  had  long,  sharp  spurs,  almost 
two  inches  in  length. 

‘‘All  right,”  said  Dick.  “Just  catch  one  of  those  little 
chickens  for  me,  and  give  me  a  strong  thread  ten  feet  long, 
a  black  thread  will  do  just  as  well,  and  I’ll  show  you  how 
to  fool  a  chicken  hawk.” 

They  caught  the  chicken,  and  gave  Dick  about  ten  feet 
of  black  flax  thread. 

He  tied  it  to  the  little  chick’s  leg,  and  fastened  it  to  a 
bunch  of  grass  about  thirty  feet  away  from  the  barn. 

The  chicken  hawk,  perched  on  the  old  dead  tree  about 
four  hundred  yards  away,  was  watching  him. 

Dick  went  inside  the  barn  after  telling  Mrs.  Jones  to 
gather  all  the  children  into  the  house  and  keep  them  there 
until  they  heard  the  gun  shot.” 

The  chickens,  of  course,  had  all  sought  shelter  from  the 
hawk ;  lienee  were  out  of  the  way. 

By  and  by  the  little  chick  out  behind  the  bam  began 
peeping  for  its  mother.  Dick  could  hear  its  little  peep 
plainly. 

Dick  had  a  gun  barrel  projecting  from  a  crack  in  the 
barn,  and  kept  his  eye  on  the  hawk  down  on  the  old  dead 

tree. 

Nearly  thirty  minutes  passed,  and  he  began  wondering 
if  the  chicken  hawk  was  deaf,  but  by  and  by  he  saw  him 
conic  sailing  straight  for  the  little  chicken. 

H  made  a  fair  target,  and  Dick  kept  him  covered  as  he 

approached. 

Wh*n  hut  a  few  feet  above  the  ground  Dick  blazed 
g  ,  ,v,  vilh  i>oth  barrels,  and  the  hawk’s  feathers  were 
batter'd  for  ten  feet  around.  He  was  almost  literally 

The  farmer  ran  oat  and  found  the  little  chick  unhurt, 

.  t  .e  .juvtk  ..  a  >  the  deadest  bird  he  ever  saw  in  his  life. 


‘  “Gosh!”  exclaimed  Jones,  greatly  overjoyed. 

“I  guess  he  won’t  get  any  more  of  our  chickens.” 

“Well,  hardly,”  said  Dick;  “but  it  was  an  almighty 
load  you  had  in  this  gun,  for  it  kicked  me  flat  on  my 
back.  Why  didn’t  you  tell  me  you  had  such  a  big  load 
in  it?” 

“Gosh,  I  didn’t  think  of  it!  I  had  to  shoot  at  him  at 
such  long  range  that  I  thought  I  might  get  him  by  put¬ 
ting  in  a  double  charge.” 

“Well,  if  you’ve  got  a  horse  on  the  place  that  can  out- 
kick  the  old  thing  he  is  a  pretty  healthy  animal,  let  me 
tell  you.” 

The  old  man  took  the  gun,  and  suddenly  exclaimed: 

“Gosh  !  You  fired  both  barrels  !  No  wonder  it  kicked.’’ 

“Yes,”  said  Dick,  rubbing  his  shoulder.  “I  was  deter¬ 
mined  to  get  that  hawk.” 

The  old  man  chuckled,  while  the  old  lady  took  up  the 
little  chicken  in  both  hands,  kissed  it  and  called  it  pet 
names.  She  cut  the  string  loose  from  its  leg  and  returned 
it  to  its  mother. 

The  old  man  told  Dick  he  would  have  the  Black  Spanish 
cock  caught  for  him  when  he  went  to  roost  that  night,  and 
would  bring  it  in  to  town  to  him  when  he  went  in  in  the 
morning. 

“All  right,”  said  Dick.  “Don’t  forget  it.” 

“Dick  Doubleday,  what  are  you  going  io  do  with  that 
rooster?”  Mrs.  Jones  asked. 

“I’m  going  to  sell  him  to  buy  something  to  rub  on  my 
shoulder  where  that  gun  kicked  me,”  he  replied.  “I  never 
got  such  a  hard  kick  from  anything  or  anybody  in  all  my 
life.  I’m  glad  I  wasn’t  up  on  top  of  the  barn  when  1  fired 
it,  or  it  would  have  kicked  me  clear  off  the  roof.  But  tell 
me,  Mrs.  Jones,  why  do  you  call  him  a  rooster?” 

“Because  he  is  a  rooster.” 

“Well,  he  is  no  more  of  a  rooster  than  the  other  chickens 
on  the  place  are.  All  chickens  roost,  and  a  hen  is  just  as 
much  of  a  rooster  as  he  is.” 

She  looked  around  at  her  husband,  and  asked: 

“What  do  you  think  of  that?” 

“Gosh,  he  is  right,”  said  the  old  man.  “1  once  saw 
something  about  that  in  a  newspaper.  A  male  turkey  is 
called  a  gobbler  because  he  gobbles  and  the  hen  turkeys 
don’t,  but  all  the  chicks  roost,  and  one  is  no  more  of  a 
rooster  than  the  other  is.” 

“That’s  right,”  laughed  Dick;  “but  can  you  tell  me  why 
a  hen  cackles  when  she  lays  an  egg?” 

“Why,  that’s  to  let  us  know  sho  has  laid.” 


24 


WILD  ‘WEST  WEEKLY. 


Dick  laughed,  shook  his  head,  and  asked  the  old  man: 

‘  What  do  you  think  of  that?” 

“Gosh !  I  dunno.” 

^ell,  do  you  suppose  the  hen  wants  everybody  to  know 
t mr  she  has  laid  an  egg  and  to  come  and  take  it  away 
from  her  ?”  ■ 

Hanged  if  I  know!  That  is  what  I  want  to  find  out. 
onqe  heard  a  man  say  it  was  because  the  hen  didn’t 
now  any  better.  It  seems  to  be  the  nature  of  the  fowl, 
for  all  laying  hens  do  that  way.” 

Dick  went  home  on  foot,  the  fanner  refusing  to  hitch 
up  his  wagon  and  go  back  to  town  that  day. 

Dick  thought  it  was  rather  shabby  treatment,  but  he 
consoled  himself  with  the  thought  that  he  had  earned  a 
splendid  game  cock,  which  he  thought  he  could  sell  to  ad¬ 
vantage  when  he  got  hold  of  him. 

When  he  reached  home  he  told  his  mother  about  it. 

‘■W  hy,  Dick,”  she  asked,  “why  didn’t  you  get  a  couple  of 
good  fat  hens  instead  of  that  old  black  rooster?  Hens 

lay  eggs,  and  we  haven’t  got  any  too  many  of  them  on  the 

place.” 

“All  right,  mother.  He  is  a  game  cock,  and  I  think  I 
can  sell  him  to  Hose  AA  right,  who  keeps  game  chickens  for 
sale  or  exhibition,  and  sometimes  for  cock-fights.  I  think 
I  can  get  enough  for  him  to  buy  half  a  dozen  hens.” 

True  to  his  promise,  Farmer  Jones  had  the  Black  Span¬ 
ish  cock  in  his  wagon  the  next  day  when  he  reached  town 
and  left  it  with  Mrs.  Doubleday  at  her  cottage. 

Dick  went  uptown  and  saw  the  farmer,  who  told  him 
he  had  left  the  bird  at  his  home. 

“All  right,”  said  Dick,  and  he  hurried  home  to  see  if  it 

was  true. 

The  splendid  bird  was  placed  in  the  chicken  coop,  and 
the  other  cock  on  the  place  was  extremely  anxious  to  get 
at  him  and  size  him  up  in  a  fight. 

Dick  could  not  resist  the  temptation  to  let  him  out,  and. 
of  course,  the  two  birds  went  at  each  other  savagely.’ 

The  Black  Spanish  soon  knocked  the  other  one  out.  and 
Dick  had  to  catch  him  and  put  him  back  in  the  coop. 

That  afternoon  he  took  him  under  his  arm  and  went 
across  town  with  him  to  the  home  of  a  man  named  Mose 
Wright,  who  dealt  in  game  fowls  and  frequently  violated 
the  law  by  getting  up  cock-fights. 

‘*Mr.  \\  right,  lie  said,  ‘Tvc  a  game  chicken  here  I  want 

to  sell  you.” 

>  “Det  me  see  him,”  and  Wright  took  the  fowl  from  under 
his  arm  and  examined  him. 

“Where'd  you  get  him,  Dick?” 

.  “1  got  him  from  Fanner  Jones.” 


Dick  was  greatly  elated,  and  he  made  up  hi'-  mind  that 
he  would  get  about  what  he  was  worth,  or  else  keep  him. 

“What  do  you  want  for  him,  Dick?”  Wright  asked. 

“Ten  dollars,”  was  the  reply. 

“Why  don’t  you  ask  a  hundred  at  once,  and  be  done 
with  it  ?” 

“I  would,”  was  the  reply,  “if  I  thought  you  had  that 
much  money.” 

“AYell,  bless  your  impudence.  I’ll  give  you  five  dollars 
for  him,  and  no  more.” 

“Now,  look  here,  Mr.  Wright,  that’s  a  better  chicken 
than  you’ve  got  on  your  place,  and  I  know  that  you  ask 
ten  dollars  for  game  cocks.” 

“That’s  what  I  sell  them  for,  but  I  am  not  paying  that. 
I’m  not  raising  chickens  for  my  health.” 

“Neither  am  I,”  said  Dick,  picking  up  his  chicken.  “I 
know  a  man  who  will  give  ten  dollars  for  him  quick 
enough  when  I  tell  him  he  licked  yours.” 

“AYell,  I’ll  tell  you  what  I’ll  do.  I  bought  some  fine  lay¬ 
ing  hens  yesterdajh  I’ll  give  you  eight  dollars  and  four 
of  those  hens  for  him.” 

“That’s  a  trade,”  said  Dick.  “I’ll  sw'ap  him  for  the 
four  hens  and  eight  dollars  to  boot.” 

The  trade  was  made,  and  Dick  left  the  Black  Spanish, 
and  came  away  with  four  large,  fine  Brahma  hens. 


CHAPTER  V. 


DICK  RECEIVES  AN  OFFER  TO  TRY  HIS  HAND  AT  HORSE 

TRADING. 


“Mercy,-  Dick !  Did  you  swap  that  black  rooster  for 
four  hens?”  Mrs.  Doubleday  inquired  when  he  reached 


home  with  the  chickens. 


"Yes.  mother,  and  eight  dollars  to  boot.' 


“Has  he  got  any  more  like  this  one?” 
“No  ” 


“Is  he  a  good  fighter?” 


“You  bet  lie  is.” 

“Well,  will  you  let  me  see- for  myself?” 


“Y  es,  sir." 

Wright  wont  out  into  his  poultry  yard  and  pitted  him 
against  one  of  the  best  cocks  he  had  on  his  place. 

The  Black  Spanish  rooster  knocked  the  other  chicken 
right  and  left,  sending  one  of  his  spurs  clear  through  his 

comb. 


The  widow  fairly  gasped.  Eight  dollars  was  just  the 
sum  needed  to  pay  the  next  month’s  rent. 

Dick  told  her  that  it  was  a  game  chicken,  which  Farmer 
Jones  knew  nothing  about. 

“Tt  seems  he  got  hold  of  some  eggs  from  somebody  for 
his  wife  to  set  under  a  lien,  and  that’s  how  he  came  by  the 
game  chicken.” 

AYheii  the  landlord  called  for  his  rent  he  was  most 
agreeably  surprised  at  having  it  handed  out  to  him  with  a 
smile  from  the  widow. 

'Die  next  day  after  Dick  had  disposed  of  the  Black  Span¬ 
ish  cock  Mose  Wright  went  out  to  Jones’  place  and  in¬ 
quired  if  lie  had  any  more  of  that  stock  of  chickens  on 
hand. 

“Why  no!’*  he  replied,  “and  I  don’t  know  how  I  got 

v>  d  of  tha,  one,  unless  it  was  from  an  egg  I  bought  with 

f  ,0t  nf  °,  hcrs  t0  make  llP  a  setting  for  mv  wife  one  day 
last  vear. 

iv  i^n1’  I*,’8®  very  fine  breed  of  chickens.  I  gave 
Lhck  Doubleday  eight  dollars  cash  and  four  hens  for  him 

after  I  found  that  he  could  lick  the  best  one  I  had  on  mf 


■ 


(To  be  continued) 
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Mrs.  Barbara  Yoclker  died  at  the  home  of  her  daughter, 
Mrs.  Joseph  Wick,  in  Kiel,  Wis.,  at  the  age  of  ninety  years. 
She  leaves  eigHt  daughters,  three  sons,  forty-five  grand¬ 
children  and  forty-eight  great-grandchildren,  104  direct- 

descendants. 


Bought  fob  a  penny,  carried  in  his  pocket  for  thirty- 
two  years,  and  sharpened  but  six  times  in  all  those  years, 
is  the  career  of  a  lead  pencil  owned  by  J.  T.  Adamson,  a 
farmer-merchant  of  Xickelville,  Mo.  The  pencil  was  pur¬ 
chas'd  when  its  otfner  was  a  young  man.  It  is  now  about 
two  inches  long  and  is  worn  very  smooth  and  black. 


Three  bears  were  killed  within  five  miles  of  Weaverville, 
Pah,  in  one  day  by  Van  B.  Young,  bank  clerk,  who  was 
o  •  hunting  alone  with  two  dogs.  lie  came  upon  a  mother 
an,j  h"r  cubs.  The  mother  was  dispatched  quickly,  but 
the  cubs  put.  up  a  strenuous  fight  before  they  were  finally 
kiih'd.  Thi-  is  more  single-handed  bear  killing  than  any 
r/'.or  local  hunter  has  heard  of. 


If  •: r  feet  hurt  and  you  are  of  a  curious  temperament, 
fa  fJ,z  P  j,d  *hi*  story.  It  would  necessitate  the  immediate 
'.f  '.our  C.  F.  Henning,  No.  406  Oakland 

areflm  nu  employee  of  the  Block  Candy  factory,  Atlanta, 
(ffL  ti! fit  -  pair  of  -O  '  -  “off  the  string”  the  other  day. 
q  "»  ,,  .,/n  lie  put  them  on  and  wore  them  for 


a  few  hours,  but  they  cramped  him  about  the  toes.  He  re¬ 
moved  the  shoes  He  felt  in  the  toes.  There  was  a  $1  bill 
pushed  into  each  toe.  That’s  all. 

— 

I 

The  fondness  of  the  family  cow  for  fruit  came  near 
causing  Mrs.  Paris  pogburn,  of  Beckham,  Colo.,  serious 
injury  and  resulted  in  the  destruction  of  a  fine  new  Hat 
and  its  ornamental  trimmings.  The.  cow  saw  the  fruit 
on  the  hat  just  as  the  woman  left  the  house  and  started 
for  it.  She  knocked  Mrs.  Cogburn  down  and  stepped  on 
her  hip  while  slie  munched  the  hat.  Help  arrived  and  the 
woman  was  taken  into  the  house  where  medical  assistance 
was  summoned.  She  had  a  deep  gash  in  her  hip. 


Since  the  European  war  began  there  has  been  no  avia¬ 
tion  news  in  the  United  States  as  far  as  actual  flying  is 
concerned.  We  are  therefore  doubly  pleased  to  be  able  to 
record  the  addition  of  140  miles  to  the  distance  across- 
country  scored  by  C.  Murvin  Wood  on  August  9th  of  last 
year,  when  he  flew  from  Hempstead,  L.  I.,  to  Gaithers¬ 
burg,  Md.,  near  Washington,  I).  C.  The  now  record — 365 
miles — was  mafie  by  W.  C.  Robinson,  the  well-known 
Wright  and  Nieuport  pilot  of  Grinnell,  lown.  He  flew 
from  Ides  Moines,  Towa,  to  Kentland,  Ind.  lie  intended 
to  fly  direct  to  Chicago,  but  was  driven  off  his  course  by  a 
storm.  The  flight  was  made  in  a  new  monoplane  of 
Robinson’s  own  construction. 
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GOOD  CURRENT  NEWS  ARTICLES 

Taverns  in  Sweden  are  closed  on  Saturday,  which  is  pay¬ 
day,  while  the  savings  banks  are  kept  open  until  midnight. 
This  plan  induces  the  workmen  to  invest  their  money 
where  it  will  pay  them  interest,  instead  of  in  alcoholic 
stimulants. 


People  in  Siam  are  cautious  about  getting  into  debt. 
Y  hen  a  debtor  is  three  months  in  arrears  he  can  be  seized 
by  the  creditor  and  compelled  to  work  out  his  indebtedness. 
Should  a  debtor  run  away,  his  father,  his  wife,  or  hi3  chil¬ 
dren,  may  be  held  in  slavery  until  the  debt  is  canceled. 

Frederick  K.  Burnham  with  his  wife,  probably  the  most 
famous  California  woman  game  hunter  in  the  world,  ar¬ 
rived  at  Wrangell,  Alaska,  recently  and  took  the  next  boat 
for  San  Francisco.  In  a  telegram  to  friends  here  Mrs. 
Burnham  told  of  a  successful  hunting  trip  in  the  Far 
North.  Three  grizzlies,  killed  with  successive  shots,  and 
a  moose  with  60-inch  prongs  are  among  the  trophies  that 
fell  before  Mrs.  Burnham’s  rifle. 


Several  hills  of  rock  salt  exist  in  Algeria.  One  of  these, 
near  Jelfa,  is  300  feet  high  and  nearly  a  mile  across.  In 
spite  of  the  soluble  character  of  the  material  of  which  it 
is  composed,  it  stands  up  in  high  relief  from  the  surround¬ 
ing  clay,  without  any  signs  of  erosion.  There  are  in  it, 
however,  many  sink-holes,  into  which  the  torrential  winter 
rain  soaks,  being  at  once  absorbed  and  given  out  again  at 
the  base  of  the  mountain  in  the  form  of  salt  springs. 

An  Associated  Press  despatch  published  in  most  of  the 
New  York  newspapers  states  that  the  German  aviators 
have  been  directing  the  artillery  fire  about  Mens.  This  is 
exactly  what  military  experts  exported.  Jt  will  he  remem¬ 
bered  that  during  the  Russian-Japanese  war  the  eminence 
known  as  “203  meter  hill"  was  captured  and  recaptured 
again  and  again  by  both  Russians  and  Japanese,  finally 
to  remain  in  the  hands  of  the  Japanese.  The  hill  was 
wanted  not  to  plant  guns  on  it.  but  simply  to  enable  a 
man  with  a  telescope  to  direct  the  fire  of  the  Russian  bat- 
ib- hip-  on  Port  Arthur.  An  aeroplane  would  now  per¬ 
form  tin  same  function  much  more  effectively  and,  of 
cour;  ,  with  little  or  no  loss  of  life. 


The  enormous  growth  of  the  United  States  during  the 
last  half  century  is  shown  in  a  report  issued  by  the  Bu¬ 
reau  of  Foreign  and  Domestic  Commerce.  The  popula¬ 
tion  has  more*  than  quadrupled,  being  more  than  P>0,- 
000,000,  the  report  says,  adding:  “Foreign  commerce  has 
grown  from  $318,000,000  to  $4,259,000,000.  National 
wealth  has  increased  from  $7,000,000,000  in  1870  to  ap¬ 
proximately  $140,000,000,000;  money  in  circulation  from 
$279,000,000  to  $3,419,000,000,  and  bank  clearings  from 
$52,000,000,000  in  1887,  the  earliest  year  for  which  fig¬ 
ures  are  available,  to  $174,000,000,000  in  1913.  The  value  * 
of  farms  and  farm  property  increased  from  $4,000,000,000 
in  1850  to  $41,000,000,000  in  1910;  the  value  of  manu¬ 
factures  from  $1,000,000,000  to  over  $29,0.00,000,000,  and  * 
the  number  of  miles  of  railway  in  operation  from  9,021  ■ 
in  1850  to  258,033  in  1912.” 


GRINS  AND  CHUCKLES 

“Somehow  you  seem  to  have  grown  shorter  instead  of 
taller  since  I  last  saw  you.”  “Well,  I’ve  married  and  set¬ 
tled  down.” 


“I  never  yet  saw  a  girl  who  couldn’t  hit  anything  she 
threw  at.”  “No?  Well,  you  ought  to  see  my  girl  throwing 
out  hints.” 

Visitor  (lifting  little  Irene) — Goodness,  Irene,  but  you 
are  solid !  Little  Irene — Course  I  am.  Did  you  think 
I  was  plated? 


A  little  boy  Avho  had  often  heard  his  father  talk  about  the 
Civil  War  finally  asked :  “Father,  did  any  one  help  you  put 
down  the  Rebellion?” 


Host — Why  did  you  strike  my  dog?  He  only  sniffed  at  9 
you.  Visitor — Well,  you  didn’t  expect  me  to  wait  until 
he  tasted  me,  did  you? 


“Why  do  you  wish  to  quite  my  service,  Hannah,  without 
giving  any  reason?  Is  it  something  private?”  “Private 
nothing,  mum ;  lie's  a  sergeant.” 


“Why  do  you  wear  that  costume?  Tt  looks  like  half- 
mourning.”  “Well,  every  Evening  when  you  come  home 
from  the  office  you  complain  of  being  half  dead."  ' 


“Yes,  I  was  awfully  fond  of  that  girl,  and  I  believed  her  ’ 
to  be  perfect;  but  I  saw  something  about  her  last  nidi!  • 
that  made  me  ill."  “What  was  that?"  “A  not  her"  fellow's  i 
arm.” 


*■  v  lo  11  J  vUUjJ  |  M  !lV 

do  his  knees  bend  so?  Denier— Well,  sir,  to  tell  the  onest 
truth,  the  poor  animal  'as  bin  living  in  a  stable  ns  was 
too  low  for  ’im,  and  'e's  'ad  to  stoop. 


“Johnny,  here  is  another  not< 
'  i.vs  I  might  as  well  take  you  out 
hopeless.  “It  ain't  ^o.  mamma, 
some  da)  to  slum  the  everlnstiu' 


?  fr«*ni  your  teacher,  H 

of  School  Yon  nuil 

1  1  v  *•***••  I  \»U  fv  Q  till 

1  hope  to  l>o  big  cnong 
daylights  out  of  him  I" 


* 
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SAVED  BY  A  LENS. 


By  Horace  Appleton 


One  autumn  morning,  while  following  the  hounds  in 
c..e  of  the  best  hunting  sections  of  Arkansas,  I  heard  an 
unusually  rapid  clattering  made  by  approaching  horses. 

Mv  curiosity  caused  me  to  hurry  to  the  highway,  and, 
arriving  at  the  edge  of  the  road,  my  surprise  was  very 
great  to  see  the  muzzles  of  a  pair  of  double-barreled  shot¬ 
guns  pointed  at  me,  and  two  determined  looking  men 
shouting : 

“Halt  P 

“stop  r 

Under  such  circumstances  it  did  not  take  me  long  to 
submit  to  the  persuasive  arguments  presented  to  my 
senses  of  vision  and  hearing. 

But  in  an  instant  we  recognized  each  other,  the  weapons 
were  lowered,  and  my  friends  quickly  explained  the  cause 
of  their  extraordinary  excitement  and  conduct. 

The  information  was  that  Miss  Bangs,  one  of  the  most 
estimable  ladies  in  the  settlement,  had  been  murdered 
that  morning,  and  the  planters  were  searching  in  every 
quarter  of  the  vicinity  for  the  perpetrator  of  the  deed; 

One  of  my  dogs  was  a  halfbreed  Scotch  sleuth  and 
bloodhound,  famous  for  his  exquisite  scent  and  endur¬ 
ance. 

Having  the  utmost  confidence  in  his  sagacity,  we  called 
the  pack  off  and  trailed  this  hound  over  the  road  and  into 
the  timber  on  "each  side  for  a  considerable  distance,  know¬ 
ing  that  if  there  was  a  trace  of  blood  he  would  follow  it. 

But  he  gave  no  sign,  and  so  there  being  no  necessity  to 
pursue  that  route  any  further  we  hastened  to  the  scene 
of  the  murder. 

While  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  township  magistrate 
to  hold  an  inquest,  we  were  startled  by  the  rapid  approach 
of  a  party  of  horsemen,  with  a  blood-stained  prisoner  in 
custody. 

After  dismounting  they  placed  him  near  the  body,  and 
a  strong  guard  of  armed  men  stood  about  him. 

The  man  had  fine  features,  indicative  of  a  bright  mind 
snd  unusual  intelligence,  was  large  and  powerfully  built, 
but  evidently  very  weak  from  fasting  and  fever. 

His  hands  and  shirt  sleeves  were  spotted  with  blood. 

Around  his  neck  was  a  blue  scarf  that  had  been  worn 
by  .Mi-s  Bangs  when  last  seen  alive. 

One  of  the  party  who  had  arrested  him  stated  that  they 
had  learned  positively  that  the  prisoner  had  passed  the 
liouse  while  the  lady  had  been  visiting  a  short  while  after 
Khe  had  left  there,  and  that  when  he  was  captured  he  was 
wearing  the  scarf  just  as  we  beheld  him;  also  that  when 
Jfctroi»ed  of  the  crime  he  denied  all  knowledge  of  it. 

The"  w  m  about  to  shoot  him  when  he  demanded  to  be 
iaker>  to  the  place  where  the  murder  was  committed  and 
jhatv.  nu  examination  there. 

thev  had  brought  him,  that  the  vengeance  they  pro- 
«**k!  '  ■  r. b"  of  the  roost  appropriate  character, 
'-r  *  on, mar.  e^eeiision  of  f )*e  murderer  on  the  spot 

-re  -..dim  came  to  her  death. 


The  magistrate  arrived  and  proceeded  to  investigate 
the  case. 

During  these  painful  and  trying  moments  he  stood 
firm. 

With  a  clear  voice  he  requested  the  attention  of  the 
justice  and  jury  to  the  recital  of  his  account  of  himself. 

The  magistrate  asked  him  if  he  desired  to  make  a  con¬ 
fession  of  his  guilt. 

In  a  very  stern  and  decided  manner,  he  answered : 

“No  confession;  but  an  explanation.” 

With  that  sense  of  curiosity  which  actuates  all  men  to 
hear  a  defense,  the  prisoner  was  motioned  permission  to 
tell  his  story. 

He  said  that,  being  sick  with'  chills  and  fever  in  the 
South,  and  destitute,  he  had  shipped  as  a  deckhand  on  a 
steamboat  to  work  his  passage  to  St.  Louis,  but,  becoming 
too  feeble  to  stand  bis  watch,  and  unable  to  do  duty,  the 
mate  had  put  him  off  at  a  river  landing.  • 

From  that  point  he  concluded  to  make  his  way  on  foot, 
thinking  the  trip  through  the  country  might  be  beneficial 
io  him,  and  that  he  would  get  along  better,  even  if  he 
begged,  rather  than  be  subjected  to  the  perils  of  a  rousta-i 
bout  life  going  up  the  river. 

So  he  had  taken  the  St.  Louis  highway,  and  that  mom-| 
mg,  while  walking  along  the  road,  he  saw  at  a  considera¬ 
ble  distance  before"  him  the  lady  who  lay  dead  in  our! 
midst. 

Seeing  her  scarf  flutter  in  the  air  and  fall  behind  her, 
he  called  to  her,  but  she  evidently  misunderstood  him,  and, 
became  alarmed  as  she  hastened  very  rapidly  on  her  way. 

He  then  picked  up  her  scarf  and  tried  to  overtake  her 
to  return  it  to  her. 

But  she  indicated  her  mistrust  by  suddenly  darting 
into  a  thicket,  and  when  he  came  to  the  place  he  could 
not  see  any  vestige  or  trace  of  her. 

While  hesitating  what  course  to  pursue,  he  was  taken 
with  a  severe  chill,  and,  his  nose  beginning  to  bleed  very 
copiously,  he  used  the  scarf  to  stanch  the  flow. 

After  recovering  from  the  weakness  caused  bv  this,  he 
proceeded  on  his  journey,  and  this  accounted  for  his  plight 
when  he  was  captured.  \ 

“So  you  deny  that  you  murdered  this  lady?”  said  the 
justice. 

“I  do,  and  if  you  will  go  with  me  to  a  puddle  some 
distance  back  on  this  road  I  will  showr  you  where  I  bled, 
as  I  have  told  you.” 

On  investigation,  we  found  that  this  assertion  was  true, 
yet  every  one  present  was  incredulous  concerning  his  story. 

Suddenly  a  fortunate  idea  occurred  to  me. 

I  was  enthusiastically  devoted  to  investigating  every¬ 
thing  that  promised  to  be  interesting  under  the  micro¬ 
scope. 

Hence  1  often  carried  my  fine  instrument  in  my  packet. 

My  hand  rested  on  the  little  tube,  and  inspiration  came 
from  the  magnetic  touch. 

In  that  moment  of  dreadful  horror  and  peril,  like  a 
dream  of  revelation,  the  memory  name  to  me  that  Miss 
Bangs  had  long  been  afflicted  with  scrofula. 

In  this  disease  the  blood  corpuscles  take  peculiar  shape 
and  action,  which  arc  clearly  defined  beneath  the  magical 
power  of  the  lenses. 


\ 
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Acting  on  this  thought  I  called  a  halt,  and  in  a  few 
words  explained  ray  proposition,  which  was  readily  ac¬ 
cepted  bv  the  intelligent  persons,  who  now  became  eagerly 
interested  in  the  investigation. 

«  The  accused  was  also  evidently  well  aware  that  on  the 
result  of  the  examination  with  the  instrument  his  fate 
and  life  depended,  and  it  was  with  some  surprise  we  saw 
his  eyes  light  up,  and  an  eager  look  of  confidence  over¬ 
spread  his  countenance. 

Several  specimens  of  blood  taken  from  the  wounds  of 
the  dead  lady  exhibited  on  the  field  of  the  microscope  in¬ 
dubitable  evidences  of  her  scrofulous  taint. 

Specimens  were  then  taken  from  the  men  and  carefully 

examined. 

Also  portions  from  the  scarf,  his  shirt  and  other  gar¬ 
ments,  and  the  result  was  conclusive  that  no  portion  ex¬ 
hibited  any  taint  of  or  resemblance  to  that  of  the  lady’s 
scrofulitic  corpuscles. 

The  evidence  was  so  complete  that  no  doubt  could  be 
entertained  of  his  innocence,  and  when  the  announcement 
was  made  to  the  bewildered  and  astonished  assemblage,  a 
strange  and  thrilling  excitement  occurred. 

First  there  were  looks  of  wonder,  then  shouts  of  our 
glad  voices  rang  out  and  echoed  through  the  forest. 

Strong  men  wept  and  shook  hands,  congratulating 
themselves  that  they  -were  saved  from  the  woeful  crime 
of  lynching  an  innocent  man. 

Beneath  the  widespread  arms  and  shadows  of  those  old 
oaks  the  freed  man  fell  in  a  swoon,  from  which  he  recov¬ 
ered  only  after  the  most  laborious  efforts  and  vigorous 
measures  were  used  to  restore  him. 

But  his  peril  past,  and  we  recovered  somewhat  from 
our  excitement,  the  question  recurred: 

“Who  did  the  terrible  deed  ?” 

Some  one  suggested  that  perhaps  the  Scotch  hound 
might  take  the  trail,  and  instantly  we  proceeded  to  test 

his  capacity. 

Letting  him  snuff  at  the  lady’s  throat  and  the  blood 
spots  on  her  clothes  and  about  the  place  where  she  had 
been  found,  the  dog  suddenly  bounded  away,  uttering  one 
of  those  startling  bowls  that  we  well  knew  meant  pursuit 

to  the  death. 

Hastily  we  mounted  our  horses,  and  eagerly, sped  after 

the  game. 

At  the  distance  of  a  few  hundred  vards  we  found  the 

t  * 

dog  biting  at  the  earth,  and  when  we  arrived  at  the  spot 
discovered  a  blood-covered  long  knife,  with  which  the 
dreadful  deed  had  been  done. 

We  also  found,  to  our  amazement,  that  the  weapon  be¬ 
longed  to  a  worthless  character  who  had  for  a  long  time 
been  tolerated  in  the  settlement  only  because  of  the  re¬ 
spect  that  was  entertained  for  bis  estimable  uncle. 

The  latter  gentleman  was  with  our  party  in  pursuit, 
and  when  lie  saw  the  knife,  the  evidence  of  who  the  guilty 
person  was,  lie  fell  to  the  ground,  overcome  by  the  evil 
intelligence. 

On  the  edge  of  the  Lewis  settlement,  five  miles  away, 
there  was  an  old  log  cabin  that  had  once  been  occupied 
by  a  squatter.  9 

bp  to  this  the  dog  rushed,  giving  tongue  at  every  leap, 
and  showing  more  excitement  than  he  ever  exhibited. 
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Suddenly  the  singing  sound  of  a  bullet  from  a  rifle  spedj 
past  the  ear  of  one  of  the  party,  and  in  another  instant 
came  the  sharp  crack,  and  yet  another  from  a  revolver. 

My  treasured  dog  leaped  in  the  air,  and  began  to  limp, 
with  his  foreleg  hanging  useless. 

We  could  not  see  the  enemy,  so  we  took  to  the  trees, 
and  had  hardly  secured  refuge  when  we  heard  a  shot,  and 
saw  the  body  of  the  villain  fall  from  the  perch  where  he 
had  sot  himself  to  make  desperate  fight  against  capture. 

On  his  dead  body  we  found  many  stains  of  blood,  speci¬ 
mens  of  which,  when  examined  by  the  faithful  microscope, 
showed  plainly  the  evidences  that  they  were  the  same  as 
were  seen  in  the  blood  of  his  victim. 

The  fiend  had  long  pursued  the  lady  with  his  unwel¬ 
come  attention,  and  always  received  the  most  unmistaka¬ 
ble  rebuffs;  hence,  when  he  found  opportunity,  he  took  his 
revenge  by  murdering  her. 

AVe  provided  most  generously  and  hospitably  for  the 
man  who  so  narrowly  escaped,  being  made  a  victim  to  a 
most  remarkable  case  of  circumstantial  evidence. 

After  he  recovered  we  sent  him  on  his  way,  a  much  • 
happier  person  than  he  was  when  he  came  a  wanderer 
into  the  settlement.  L 


REAL  INDIAN  WRESTLING. 

The  name  “Indian  wrestling”  is  often  wrongly  applied  w 
to  various  forms  of  hand  wrestling.  The  game  to  which 
the  name  properly  belongs  was  a  favorite  with  the  Indians 
many  years  ago,  not  only  with  the  boys,  but  also  with  the 
braves  of  many  different  tribes,  says  Youth’s  Companion. 

The  only  apparatus  required  is  as  many  sticks  as  there 
are  players.  The  sticks  should  be  between  one  and  twa 
feet  long,  and  large  enough  around  to  stand  oh  end.  In¬ 
dian  clubs  or  tenpins  will  serve  the  purpose.  Stand  them 
m  some  regular  design,  such  as  a  square  with  diagonals,  , 
or  two  or  three  circles,  one  within  the  other.  The  design 
should  be  small  enough  so  that  when  the  players  join 
hands  and  form  a  ring  around  it,  the  pins  will  take  up  +J 
three-fourths  of  the  space.  •. 

When  the  pins  have  been  arranged,  and  the  players, 
grasping  hands  firmly,  have  made  a  ring  around  them,  the 
game  begins.  The  object  of  each  player  is  to  make  some 
one  else  knock  over  a  pin,  and  to  avoid  knocking  one  over 
himself.  To  that  end  each  player  pulls  one  or  more  of  the 
others,  whose  hands  lie  holds.  As  soon  as  a  player  knocks 
down  a  pin,  be  must  remove  it  and  withdraw  from  the  ** 
game.  I  bus,  as  that  number  ot  pins  grows  less,  the  ring'r 

grows  smaller,  until  finally  there  are  but  two  pins  left  and 
two  players  struggling  for  the  victory,  each  one  with  his  ~ 
right  hand  grasping  his  opponent's  left. 

The  rules  are  few  and  simple.  Each  player  must  let  his  1 
neighbor  get  a  firm  grasp  on  his  hand.  No  one  must  let  gof 
during  the  game.  AVhen  any  one  knocks  down  a  pin.  time  . 
is  called  until  it  has  been  removed,  and  the  right  and  lef* 
hand  neighbors  of  the  player  who  knocked  it^down  have 
clasped  hands. 

Indian  wrestling  exercises  nearly  every  muscle  in  tin'  ^ 
body,  and  develops  quick  thinking  and  agility.  It  is  a 
boy's  game,  either  for  the  gymnasium  or  for  outdoor*. 
Any  number  that  the  available  space  will  affimt  .  i 
at  it. 
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NEWS  OF  THE  DAY 


Tolls  amounting  to  $735,182  were  collected  from  ves¬ 
sels  using  the  Panama  Canal  between  August  1  and  No¬ 
vember  1.  Before  the  canal  was  opened  to  merchant  ships 
$11,610  had  been  collected  on  barge  traffic,  making  the 
ere;.-'  income  to  November  1  total  $746,792.  October  traf¬ 
fic  showed  a  gain  of  $107,233,  or  40  per  cent.,  over  Sep¬ 
tember.  Forty-five  vessels  passed  through  southbound  and 
forty  northbound  last  month,  paying  $377,000. 

A  hog  weighing  1,210  pounds  and  less  than  two  years 
old  is  the  record  in  swin6  raising  made  by  Col.  W.  E. 
Wimpey,  of  DeKalb  County,  Ga.  The  hog  is  7  feet  10 
inches  long,  39^  inches  high,  and  74^  inches  around  the 
body.  The  express  on  this  hog  from  Clarkson  to  Augusta, 
where  it  took  prizes  at  the  fair,  was  $24.04.  Col.  Wimpey 
is  proud  of  his  DeKalb  County  hog,  and  will  exhibit  it  at 
Valdosta,  Macon  and  the  international  live  stock  show  at 
Chicago. 

Tony  Mazzo,  a  helper  in  the  Hotel  Klein,  New  Bruns¬ 
wick,  N.  J.,  was  ordered  to  put  some  live  lobsters  on  the 
grill.  He  says  he  knew  it  was  a  perilous  job  and  took 
every  precaution,  but  despite  his  care  one  of  them  sprang 
at  him,  seized  his  index  finger,  and  shook  it  as  a  terrier 
shakes  a  rat.  Mazzo  had  the  finger  dressed  and  went  to 
the  Long  Branch  Hospital  for  a  month  and  five  days.  All 
this  happened  last  year,  and  Mazzo  testified  to  it  the  other 
day.  As  a  result  he  got  a  verdict  against  the  Klein 
brothers,  proprietors  of  the  hotel,  for  $210  and  all  his  med¬ 
ical  and  hospital  expenses. 


In  all  of  his  reports  Gen.  French  has  laid  stress  upon 
the  great  service  rendered  by  the  aviators  in  ascertaining 
the  moves  of  the  enemy  as  soon  as  they  start  to  make  them. 
The  reconnaissance  work  they  have  performed  has  been 
invaluable.  According  to  the  official  statement  of  the 
British  War  Office,  their  aviators  are  covering  an  average 
of  2,000  miles  a  day.  Up  to  September  21st  they  had 
flown  87,000  miles  and  remained  1,400  hours  in  the  air. 
B  now  these  figures  have  been  doubled.  A  certain  French 
corps  commander's  opinion  is  that  a  single  aeroplane  is  as 
valuable  as  an  entire  division  of  cavalry. 


Armed  only  with  small  caliber  firearms,  G.J3L  Lohnels, 
Alfred  Boycra-t  and  Alfred  Logue  of  Virginia  killed  a 
black  D-ar  weighing  450  pounds  in  a  cave  near  Biwabik, 
Mich.  The  three  men  were  walking  along  a  road  in  the 
]✓/•  L  ko  country  when  they  saw  the  bear  cross  ahead 
of  them  and  disappear  in  the  brush.  Following,  they 
trail'd  t:  "  bruin  to  a  small  cave  in  an  abandoned  mine 
tie arbv.  The  fir^t  ‘■hots  at  the  animal  angered  it  and  it 
ehart’ed  on  the  trio  of  hunters.  A  well-directed  shot  broke 
cm  '  •  \‘ 'i- .  A  moment  later  it  had  been  killed 

by  jhotrf  from  tbr-e  *idea.  Two  22-caliber  rifles  and  a 
gm»  '  'aimer  a  hot  gun  were  the  only  weapons  the  men 
carT'Cd, 


The  New  Haven  factory  of  the  Winchester  Kepeating 
Arms  Company  is  being  operated  night  and  day  with  more 
than  5,000  hands  employed  in  the  day  shift  and  half  that 
number  at  nights.  They  are  turning  out  war  material. 
The  company  is  putting  up  new  buildings  to  cost  $500,000 
and  the  construction  work  is  being  pushed  twenty-four 
hours  a  day.  It  is  reported  that  the  company  has  an  or¬ 
der  for  100,000  army  rifles,  and  is  under  contract  to  com¬ 
plete  300  rifles  every  working  day  for  six  months.  These 
guns  are  3aid  to  be  similar  to  the  standard  rifles  used  in 
the  French  army.  Officials  of  the  company  have  been 
questioned  as  to  the  destination  of  the  arms  and  of  a  re¬ 
cent  order  for  100,000,000  cartridges,  but  all  they  would 
say  was' that  they  were  “ordered  by  a  missionary  from 
South  America  who  dropped  into  the  factory  a  few  days 
ago  while  he  was  on  a  vacation.” 


In  Germany,  on  the  liiver  Elbe,  great  steamboats  move 
up  and  down  the  river  for  290  miles  from  Magdeburg  in 
Germany  to  Melnick  in  Bohemia  without  paddle  wheels 
or  propellers.  They  have  their  own  machinery  in  them, 
to  be  sure;  but  that  machinery  has  hold  of  a  chain  that  is 
stretched  along  the  river  bottom  from  one  city  to  another, 
and  the  boa,t  moves  by  pulling  itself  along  on  the  chain. 
At  first  sight  this  seems  like  going  back  to  primitive,  times. 
But  while  apparently  clumsy,  this  way  of 'going  is  just  the 
best  that  could  be  imagined  for  ships  on  the  Kiver  Elbe, 
because  the  stream  goes  through  so  much  mountain  coun¬ 
try  that  it  is  very  narrow  and  very  swift,  and  steamers 
going  with  their  own  motive  power  have  to  use  almost 
all  their  engine  power  in  efforts  to  hold  their  own.  But 
with  the  chain,  a  steamer  can  tow  four  or  six  barges  Hold¬ 
ing-  from  1,200  to  1,500  tons,  at  a  speed  that  powerful  tug¬ 
boats  cannot  attain,  and  at  an  expense  of  only  about  one- 
third  of  the  fuel  required  by  a  free  running  vessel.. 


The  ancient  Greeks  produced  the  greatest  sculptors  the 
world  has  ever  seen,  and  made  the  human  figure  their 
especial  study.  It  is  to  them  we  owe  the  measurements 
here  given,  and  by  which  they  made  all  their  statues. 
From  the  crown  to  the  nape  of  the  neck  is  one-twelfth  the 
stature  of  a  perfectly  formed  man.  The  hand,  from  the 
wrist  to  the  end  of  the  middle  finger,  is  one-tenth  of  the 
total  height.  A  man  of  good  proportion  is  as  tall  as  the 
distance  between  the  tips  of  his  fingers;  when  both  arms 
are  extended  to  full  length.  The  face  from  the  highest 
point  of  the  forehead,  where  the  hair  begins,  to  the  end 
of  the  chin,  is  one-tenth  of  the  whole  stature.  If  the  face, 
from  the  roots  of  the  hair  to  the  chin,  be  divided  into 
three  equal  parts,  the  first  division  determines  the  place 
where  the  eyebrows  should  meet,  the  second  the  opening 
of  the  nostrils.  The  proportions  of  the  human  figure  are 
six  times  the  length  of  the  right  foot.  Whether  tlur  form 
is  Blender  or  plump  the  rule  holds  good,  on  an  average. 
Any  deviation  from  the  rule  is  a  departure  from  the  beauty; 
of  proportion. 
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INTERESTING  ARTICLES 


GUESTS  ENTERTAINED  IN  CAVE. 

For  oddities  in  entertainment  a  stag  dinner  that  Hayden 
Crosby  of  Jacksonville  gave  at  Hot  Springs,  A  a.,  recently 
holds  the  record.  It  was  in  a  cave  200  feet  underground, 
a  small  chamber  reached  by  a  passage  so  narrow  and  steep 
that  it  was  necessary  for  the  guests  to  grab  a  rope  and 
watch  their  steps  and  head  room  every  foot  of  the  way. 

Mr.  Crosby’s  guests  were  ignorant  of  what  entertain¬ 
ment  was  in  store  except  that  the  invitations  called  for 
cowboy  costumes.  At  the  Homestead  Hotel  they  were  piled 
into  carriages,  driven  two  miles  in  a  pouring  rain,  ordered 
out,  still  without  explanations,  and  up  a  steep  mountain¬ 
side. 

Then  a  sudden  booming  like  great  guns,  screeching  shells 
and  lurid  light  of  exploding  powder  filled  the  air  and  lit  up 
the  rocks  above  them  in  the  howling  storm  for  a  half  mile. 

Inside  the  cave  was  lighted  by  automobile  lamps.  The 
illuminated  sign  ‘This  is  Hell”  faced  those  who  finally 
crawled  on  hands  and  knees  down  the  shaft.  Negroes 
dressed  as  devils  stood  about  with  spears,  and  others  wore 
painted  suits  resembling  skeletons.  Dinner  was  served 
at  a  long  table  set  with  individual  souvenir  dishes,  served 
by  a  small  automobile  in  a  speedway  built  in  the  center 
of  the  table,  the  cavern  being  too  narrow  for  waiters  to 
serve  in  the  usual  wav. 


TREE  PUMPS  260  BARRELS  OF  WATER  DAILY. 

Prof.  Pierce  tells  of  a  Washington  elm  which  possesses 
7,000,000  leaves  exposed,  a  foliage  surface  of  live  acres, 
which  gives  off  to  the  air  over  6,000  quarts  of  water  eacli 
day  or  260  barrels  of  water  every  summer’s  day,  and  that 
this  tree  is  located  near  paved  streets  and  cement  side¬ 
walks.  The  question  arises,  where  does  this  vast  amount 
of  water  come  from?  It  is  assumed  that  many  city  trees 
perish  from  lack  of  water  owing  to  the  watertight  pave¬ 
ment  and  watertight  sidewalks. 

In  answering  this  question  it  must  not  be  forgotten  that 
the  roots  of  any  tree,  especially  the  elm  tree,  extend  a  long 
distance,  thus  encroaching  upon  the  lawn  soils  adjacent, 
the  sidewalks  and  the  street.  It  must  also  be  remembered 
that  there  are  many  subterranean  springs  existing  in  cities 
and  towns  as  well  as  on  farms.  Notwithstanding  these 
explanations  we  wonder  at  the  capacity  of  this  big  tree  to 
gather  moisture  to  its  roots,  partly  roofed  over  by  city 
pavements.  It  illustrates  the  fact  that  there  is  much  yet 
to  be  learned  about  root  growth  and  tree  growth  generally. 
After  being  told  that  one  tree  throws  into  the  air  260  bar¬ 
rels  of  water  every  summer’s  day  we  may  get  some  idea  of 
the  reason  for  the  coolness  of  the  air  in  the  forest  or  be¬ 
neath  shade  trees  growing  in  the  field  or  upon  our  lawns. 
•Shade  trees  are  indeed  more  productive  of  coolness  on  a 
summer’s  day  than  would  he  a  gigantic  fan.  Here  is  an¬ 
other  argument  for  planting  trees  in  addition  to  the  usual 
arguments,  which  are  the  beauty  and  fruitfulness  of 
trees. 


RULES  ISSUED  FOR  WARSHIPS  IN  CANAL. 

Strict  rules  governing  the  use  by  belligerent  ships  of  the 
Panama  Canal  and  the  facilities  for  the  use  of  shipping 
at  the  canal  terminals  were  promulgated  recently  by  Presi¬ 
dent  Wilson. 

The  rules  of  The  Hague  conventions  governing  the  use 
of  neutral  ports  by  warships  and  vessels  employed  in  the 
service  of  belligerents  are  the  basis  of  the  regulations.  Ex¬ 
tensions  to  the  rules  of  The  Hague  have  been  made  to  fit 
the  special  circumstances  surrounding  the  use  of  the 
canal. 

Passage  through  the  canal  will  be  granted  to  belligerent 
vessels  only  on  written  permission  of  the  canal  au¬ 
thorities. 

They  will  not  be  permitted  to  take  any  more  stores  than 
are  absolutely  necessary.  Fuel  and  lubricants  shall  be  ob¬ 
tainable  at  the  canal  only  in  such  quantities  as  may  be 
necessary  to  get  the  belligerent  ship  to  the  next  nearest 
friendly  port. 

The  canal  authorities  shall  specify  in  writing  in  each 
case  how  much  fuel  and  lubricants  shall  be  permitted  and 
the  officers  of  the  belligerent  vessel  must  submit  in  writii^ 
a  statement  of  the  amounts  of  such  supplies  on  hand.  Pri¬ 
vate  firms  or  individuals  will  not  be  permitted  to  furnish 
supplies  to  belligerent  ships. 

Troops,  munitions  of  war,  or  war  materials  must  not  be 
disembarked  or  embarked  during  the  passage  of  a  bel¬ 
ligerent  vessel  through  the  canal  except  in  case  of  accident 
or  distress,  of  which  the  canal  authorities  shall  be  the 
judge. 

No  belligerent  vessel  shall  remain  more  than  twenty- 
four  hours  in  the  canal  waters,  but  none  shall  be  permitted 
to  depart  less  than  twenty-four  hours  after  the  departure 
of  an  enemy  vessel.  Not  more  than  three  vessels  of  anv 
one  nation  or  of  allied  nations  shall  be  permitted  in  the 
canal  or  its  adjacent  waters  at  one  time,  nor  shall  the  to¬ 
tal  of  such  vessels  at  any  time  exceed  six. 

Belligerent  vessels  may  not  use  the  repair  facilities  of 
the  canal  and  its  terminals  in  any  circumstances  except 
that  of  absolute  distress,  of  which  the  canal  authorities 
shall  he  the  judge.  Radio  apparatus  shall  not  be  used 
when  in  canal  waters  except  as  may  be  necessary  in  con¬ 
nection  with  canal  business. 

Air  craft  of  belligerents  are  forbidden  to  descend  or 
arise  in  the  jurisdiction  of  the  United  States. 

For  the  purposes  of  these  rules  the  Canal  Zone  includes 
the  cities  of  Colon  and1  Panama  and  their  waters. 

Attention  is  called  by  the  President's  proclamation  to 
the  agreement  recently  concluded  by  the  United  States 
and  Panama  whereby  during  the  present  war  a  bellircront 
vessel  using  the  port  facilities  of  either  the  Canal  Zone 
or  the  Republic  of  Panama  shall  be  debarred  from  usin  » 
the  similar  facilities  of  the  other  for  a  period  Vf  thixv 
months  nfter  the  date  on  which  such  facilities  \\vre  u<ed 
either  in  the  Canal  Zcne  or  Panama. 


DOTATION  GOLD  TEETH. 


C.,dd  pikted  tooth,  shape  made  ao  that  It 
»  :i  fit  any  tooth.  Price,  Sc.,  postpaid. 

M  V.  LANG.  ISIS  Centre  St..  B’klyn.  N.  V. 


LAUGHING  CAMERA. 
Everybody  grotesquely 
photographed;  stout  peo¬ 
ple  look  thin,  and  rice 

versa. 

Price,  SSc.  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO., 
5#  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


TRICK  COIN  HOLDER. 

The  coin  holder  Is  attached 
to  a  ring  made  so  as  to  fit 
anyone's  flnser.  The  holder 
clasps  tightly  a  25-cent  piece. 
When  the  ring  Is  placed  on  the 
finger  with  the  coin  showing 
on  the  palm  of  the  hand  and  offered  in  change 
It  cannot  be  picked  up.  A  nice  way  to  tip 
peep  >  Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 
H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  V. 


H.  F.  LANG, 


FALSE  NOSES. 

Change  your  face!  Have  a 
barrel  of  fun!  They  are  life¬ 
like  reproductions  of  funny 
noses,  made  of  shaped  cloth, 
waxed.  and  colored.  When 
placed  over  your  nose,  they  re¬ 
main  on  securely,  and  only  a 
close  Inspection  reveals  their 
false  character.  All  shapes, 
such  as  pugs,  hooks,  short-horn 
lemons,  and  rum  blossoms.  Bet¬ 
ter  than  a  false  face.  Can  be 
carried  In  the  vest  pocket. 

Price,  by  mail,  10c.  each. 

1815  Centre  St„  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  DEVIL’S  CARD  TRICK.— From  three 
cards  held  in  the  hand  anyone  Is  asked  to 
mentally  select  one.  All  three  cards  are 
placed  in  a  hat  and  the  performer  removes 
first  the  two  that  the  audience  did  not  select 
and  passing  the  hat  to  them  their  card  has 
mysteriously  vanished.  A  great  climax; 
highly  recommended.  Price,  10c. 

FRANK  SMITH.  888  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


IMITATION  CIGAR  BUTT. 

It  Is  made  of  a  composition, 
exactly  resembling  a  lighted 
cigar.  The  white  ashes  at  the 
end  and  the  Imitation  of  to¬ 
bacco-leaf  being  perfect.  You 
can  carelessly  place  It  on  top  of 
the  tablecloth  or  any  other  ex¬ 
pensive  piece  of  furniture,  and 
the  result.  After  they  see 
the  joke  everybody  will  have  a 
good  laugh.  Price,  10c.  each  by 
mail,  postpaid;  8  for  25c. 

H.  F,  LANG,  1815  Centre  St„  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

JAPANESE  TRICK  KNIFE. 

You  can  show  the  knife  and 
Instantly  draw  It  across  your 
finger,  apparently  cutting  deep 
into  the  flesh.  The  red  blood 
appears  on  the  blade  of  the 
knife,  giving  a  startling  effect 
to  the  spectators.  The  knifo 
is  removed  and  the  finger  is 
found  in  good  condition.  Quite  an  effective 
illusion.  Price  10c.  each  by  mail. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 

THE  HELLO  PUZZLE 

Can  you  get  the  ring  off? 
This  puzzle  Is  the  latest  cre¬ 
ation  of  Y'ankee  Ingenuity. 
Apparently  it  is  the  easiest 
thing  in  the  world  to  remove 
the  ring  from  the  block,  but 
...  ..  It  takes  hours  of  study  to 

discover  the  trick,  unless  you  know  how  It  is 
«one.  Price  by  mail,  postpaid,  10c.;  S  for  25c. 
U.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St„  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

FOUR  MEEKS  (A  LOUD  BOOK). 

Has  the  absolute  and  exact 
shape  of  a  book  in  cloth.  Up¬ 
on  the  opening  of  the  book, 
after  having  it  set  up  accord¬ 
ing  to  directions  furnished,  a 
loud  report  similar  to  that  of 
a  pistol-shot  will  be  heard, 
much  to  the  amazement  and 
surprise  of  the  victim.  Caps 
not  mailable;  can  be  bought 
at  any  toy  store.  Price,  65c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St„  N.  Y. 


THE  BUCULO  CIGAR. 


A  NEW  SQUIRT  BADGE. 

Great  fun  for  the  mil¬ 
lion!  Wear  it  in  your  ! 
buttonhole  and  then  press  I 
the  bulb  and  watch  the 
other  fellow  run. 

Price,  14c.  , 

C.  BEIIR,  150  W.  62(1  St, 
New  York  City. 


THE  FRIGHTFUL  RYTTLE3NAKE! 

To  all  appearance  it  is  a 
harmless  piece  of  coiled 
paper  with  a  mouth-  j 
piece  attachment,  but 
upon  placing  it  to  one’s 
mouth,  and  blowing 
into  the  tube,  an  imita¬ 
tion  snake  over  two 
f»*t  In  length  springs  out  of  the  roll  like  a 
fi^ah  of  lightning,  producing  a  whistling,  flut¬ 
tering  sound  that  would  frighten  a  wild  In¬ 
dian.  We  guarantee  our  rattlesnake  not  to 
bite,  but  would  not  advise  you  to  play  the 
Joke  on  timid  women  or  delicate  children. 
Each  snake  packed  In  a  box.  Price,  10c.;  3 
for  25c.,  mailed  postpaid.  I 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


The  most  remarkable  trick-cigar  in  the 
world.  It  smokes  without  tobacco,  and  never 
gets  smaller.  Anyone  can  have  a  world  of 
fun  with  it,  especially  if  you  smoke  it  in  the 
presence  of  a  person  who  dislikes  the  odor 
of  tobacco.  It  look3  exactly  like  a  fine  per¬ 
fect©,  and  the  smoke  is  so  real  that  i^.  is 
bound  to  deceive  the  closest  observer. 

Price,  12c.  each,  postpaid. 
Cx  BEHR,  150  W.  G2d  St,  New  York  City. 

WIZARD’S  PACK  OF  TRICK  CARDS. 

A  full  pack  of  63  cards, 
hut  by  the  aid  of  the  in¬ 
structions  given,  anyone  can 
perform  the  most  wonderful 
tricks,  JMany  of  the  feats  ex¬ 
hibited  are  truly  marvelous 
and  astonish,  and  amuse  a 
whole  audience.  Positively  no 
sleight-of-hand.  The  whole  trick  is  in  the 
cards.  Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  35c. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

MAGIC  PUZZLE 
KEYS. 

Two  keys  interlock¬ 
ed  in  such  a  manner 
it  seems  impossible  to 
separate  them,  but 
when  learned  It  is 
easily  done. 

to  W  Price,  0c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


HANDY  TOOL 

Every  boy  should  possess 
one  of  these  handy  little  in¬ 
struments.  It  consists  of  a 
buttonhook,  a  cigar-cutter. 
»r,r»ors,  krv-rlng  and  bottle- 
opener,  all  In  one.  The 
uteH  is  absolutely  guaran¬ 
teed  Small  catches  hold  it 
«o  that  It  cannot  open  In  the 
ket.  Price  by  mail,  poat- 
1.  IS  cents  each. 


po 
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FRANK  S WITH 

ass  1«m>i  Av*.  H*w  V*rt«  City 


BUBBLER. 

The  greatest 
invention  of  the 
age.  The  box 
contains  a  blaw- 
p  1  p  e  of  neat  ly 
enameled  metal, 
and  five  tablets; 
also  printed  di¬ 
rections  for  play¬ 
ing  numerous 
soap-bubble  games,  such  a  Floating  Bubbles, 
Repeaters,  Surprise  Bubbles,  Double  Bubbles, 
The  Boxers,  Lung  Tester,  Supported  Bubbles. 
Rolling  Bubbles,  Smoke  Bubbles,  Bounoing 
Bubbles,  and  many  others.  Ordinary  bubble¬ 
blowing,  with  a  pipe  and  soap  walnr,  are  not 
in  it  with  this  scientific  toy.  It  produces 
larger,  more  beautiful  and  stronger  bubbles 
than  you  can  get  by  the  ordinal  y  method. 
Tie  games  are  Intensely  Interesting,  too. 

Price,  12c.  by  mall, 
li.  J  LANG.  1815  Centra  St.,  liLlvu.  U.  Y. 


EASY  MONET 


ftlrt’i  lift uk  Roll 
rubber.  **  The**  good*  are 


10c 


and  make  'em  all  * 
uade  lti  Waehinrton  and  are  dandiee.  fca*j  nonor  band 
linp  them.  Bend  lOo  for  eaniule  Blf  Catalog 

AddrM«tMcKiNU£T  00.,  IfcptT  ,  WINONA,  1UNN 


NOVFI  TTFS _ Tricks,  jokes,  puzzles,  maglo, 

1  w  *  kyky  *  ICO  Illustrated  catalogue  free. 

EXCELSIOR  NOVELTY  CO..  Dept.  C, 
Anderson  Realty  Bldg.,  Mount  Vernon,  X.  V. 


VOICE  THROWER  IOoS-SS? 

7  )*nr  to  eom,  from  ,  grtfft.  dist*no«  ;mr.  Ueld  un,„ola  th«mouth. 

I  ES  *T©rjbodT.  Sends  dime  f  rv.ii, « today.  Our  (rrefctostAlog 

r AUftld  usd  Myitorj  lnoludod  fr««  McXl.riir  A  00.,  W’NONA,  MINf C 


AJ  HI  eite  WOO  p.M  fee 

-it?  W  14  sV,  C?  handrxta  of  coin.  d*t.d  befom 
1881.  S.nd  10  osnta  for  our  coin  vtlos  book,  It  may  mom.  your 
fortune.  ROOK  WELL  A  00..  8266  Archer  Are.,  CHICAGO,  ILL. 


Old  Coins 


Wanted.  $1  to  *600  paid  for 
hundreds  of  coins  dated  before 
1895.  bend  lOc  for  our  ill  strated  coin  value  book. 
4x7  ;  get  posted,  Clark  dfcU  Co.,  Boxtfj.Le  Hoy.N.  Y. 


PIN  MOUSE. 

It  is  made  of  cast  metal  and 
has  the  exact  color,  shape  and 
size  of  a  live  mouse.  Pinned  on 
your  or  somebody  else’s  clothes, 
will  have  a  startling  effect  upon 
— -  the  spectators.  The  screaming 

fun  had  by  this  little  novelty,  especially  In  the 
presence  of  ladies,  is  more  than  can  be  im¬ 
agined.  If  a  cat  happens  to  be  there,  there’s 
no  other  fun  to  bo  compared  with  it. 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid;  S  for  25o. 
FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 

NORWEGIAN  MOUSE. 

A  very  large  gray  mouse, 
measuring  8  inches  from  tip 
of  nose  to  end  of  tail.  The 
body  of  mouse  is  hollow. 
Place  your  first  finger  in  his 
body,  and  then  by  moving  your 
finger  up  and  down,  the  mouse 
appears  to  be  running  up  your 
sleeve.  Enter  a  room  whore 
there  are  ladles,  with  the 
mouse  runn'ng  up  your  sleeve, 
and  you  will  see  a  rapid  scat- 
tering  of  the  fair  sex.  Many 
®'  practical  jokes  can  bo  perpe¬ 

trated  with  this  small  rodent. 

Price,  10c.;  3  for  25c.  mailed,  postpaid. 
C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


MAGIC  MIRROR 

Fat  and  Lean  Funny  Faces 


By  looking  in  these  mirrora  up¬ 
right  your  features  become  nar¬ 
row  and  elongated.  Look  lnt6  It 
sidewise  and  your  phiz  broadens 
out  In  the  most  comical  manner. 
Size  814x2)4  Inches,  in  a  hend- 
somo  Imitation  morocco  case. 

Price  !0  cents  each,  postpaid 

H.  F.  LANG,  * 
1815  Centro  St„ 
Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


AUTOMATIC  COPYING  PENCIL. 

The  importance  of 

. ... _ carrying  a  good  re- 

£*2521  liable  pencil  need  not 

be  dwelt  upon  here. 
It  is  an  absolute  ne¬ 
cessity  with  us  all. 
The  holder  ot  this  pencil  Is  beautifully 

nickeled  with  grooved  box-wood  hakidle,  giv¬ 

ing  a  firm  grip  in  writing;  the  pencil  auto¬ 
matically  supplies  the  lead  as  needed  while 
a  box  of  these  long  leads  are  given  with  each 
pencil.  The  writing  of  this  pencil  Is  indelible 
the  same  as  Ink.  and  thus  can  be  used  in 
writing  letters,  addressing  envelopes,  etc. 
Bills  of  account  or  invoices  made  out  with 
this  pencil  can  be  copied  the  same  as  If  copy¬ 
ing  ink  was  used.  It  is  the  handiest  pencil 
on  the  market;  you  do  not  require  a  knife 
to  keep  it  sharp;  it  is  ever  ready,  ever  safe, 
and  Just  the  thing  to  carry. 

Price  of  pencil,  with  box  of  leads  complete,  only 
10c. ;  8  for  25c.;  one  dozen  90c.  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  2GU»  At..  N.  Y, 


APPEARING  BILLIARD  BALL.— A  solid 
billiard  ball,  beautifully  made,  can  be  made 
to  sippear  In  the  bare  hands  with  the  sleeves 
rolled  back  to  elbows.  Very  flue  and  easy 
to  do.  Trice,  8Go. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  26tli  ML,  N.  Y. 


Boron  niDEJi  disc  risTor.8. 

Made  of  nicely  col¬ 
ored  wood  6Vi  Inches 
long.  'l'b*  power  | 

furnished  by  rubber 
bands.  Ten  discs  of 
cardboard  with  each 
pistol.  Price,  6c.  oach, 
postpaid. 

II.  I .  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  X.  Y. 


lUh  SLKPK1SK  1’OL.NIAIX  PEN 


A  novelty  of  the 
greatest  merit!  It 
looks  Just  Ilka  a  gen¬ 
uine  fountain  pen.  But 
It  Isn’t.  That’s  where 
the  Joke  come*  In.  If 
you  take  off  the  cover,  a  nice,  ripe,  Juicy 
lemon  appears.  Then  you  give  the  friend 
you  land  it  to  the  merry  “ha-ha.”  You 

might  call  It  an  everlasting  joke  because  you 
can  use  It  over  and  over  again.  Price,  by 
mall,  postpaid.  10c. 

H.  F.  LANG.  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


-BOO  CARD 

Here  Is  an  Innocent,  and 
very  laughable  practical 
Joke.  It  oouslsto  of  a  card, 
postal  size,  blackened  on  one 
side,  except  a  white  circle  In 
the  center.  On  the  other 
Is  an  interesting  sentence, 
printedln  spiral  form,  so  that  one  has  to  keep  turn¬ 
ing  the  card  around  and  around  in  order  to  read  It. 
The  turning  of  the  card  causes  the  dark  Side  to 
blacken  the  reader's  lingers. 

Price  lO  cents  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 

C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


THE  BOO 


LOOK  BACKWARD. 

The  greatest  novelty  out. 
Enjoy  yourself!  Own  one! 
When  placed  to  the  eye, 
you  can  see  what  is  tak¬ 
ing  place  in  back  and  front 
of  you  at  the  same  time. 
No  need  to  wish  for  eyes 
In  the  hack  of  your  head, 
as  with  this  article  you 
can  observe  all  that  occurs  In  that  direction 
without  even  turning  your  head.  How  often 
are  you  anxious  to  see  faces  in  back  of  you  or 
observe  who  Is  following  without  attracting 
attention  by  turning  around.  This  instrument 
does  the  trick  for  you.  Lots  of  fun  in  owning 
a  Seebac.k  Scope.  Price,  16c.  each,  In  money 
cr  postage  stamps. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


LINK  TITE  LINK  PUZZL1B. 

The  sensation  of  the  day. 
Pronounced  by  all,  the  most 
baffling  and  scientific  novelty 
out.  Thousands  have  worked  I 
at  It  for  hours  without  mas¬ 
tering  It,  still  it  can  be  done  in  two  seoonde  j 
by  giving  the  links  the  proper  twist,  but  un¬ 
less  you  know  how,  the  harder  you  twist  them  j 
the  tighter  they  grow.  Price,  Cc. ;  8  for  15c. t 
one  dozen,  50c.,  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  MYSTIC  BING. 

A  Brand-Now  Trick, 
Just  Out.— -Puzzling, 

Mystifying  and  Per¬ 
plexing.  A  metal  ring 
Is  handed  around  for 
examination,  and  is  found  to  be  solid,  unbroken 
Japanned  Iron.  A  cane,  a  pencil  or  a  string 
Is  held  tightly  at  each  end  by  a  spectator. 
The  performer  lightly  taps  the  cane  with  the 
ring,  and  the  ring  suddenly  is  seen  to  be  en¬ 
circling  the  cane.  How  did  the  ring  pass  the 
spectator’s  two  hands  and  get  on  the  cane? 
The  most  mystifying  trick  ever  invented. 
Others  charge  75  cents  for  this  trick;  but  our 
price,  including  instruction,  is  12c.,  postpaid. 
U.  F.  LANG,  215  Walworth  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


PICK-MT5-OUT 

PUZZLE. 

The  head  is  finished  in 
black  Japan,  and  in  the 
mouth  is  a  highly  polished 
3teel  ball.  The  puzzle  is 
to  pick  out  the  ball.  Price, 
10c. ;  8  for  25c.  by  mail, 
postpaid. 

FRANK  SMITH 
383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


MAMAS. 

This  interesting  toy  is 
one  of  the  latest  novelties 
out.  It  Is  In  great  de¬ 
mand.  To  operate  it,  the 
stem  is  placed  in  your 
mouth.  You  can  blow 
Into  It,  and  at  the  same 
.  time  pull  or  Jerk  lightly 

on  the  string.  The  mouth  opens,  and  It  then 
cries  "Ma-ma,”  just  exactly  in  the  tones  of  a 
real,  live  baby.  The  sound  is  so  human  that 
it  would  deceive  anybody. 

Price  12c.  each  by  mail. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


TRICK  CIGARFTTr  DOT 

This  one  Is  a  corker'  0«»  a 
box  right  away.  If  you  want  t« 
have  a  barrel  or  Joy.  Here's  the 
secret:  It  looks  like  an  ordi¬ 

nary  red  box  of  Turkish  ciga¬ 
rettes.  But  it  contains  a  trig¬ 
ger,  under  which  you  nlac*  a 
paper  cap.  Offer  your  rrfend  a 
smoke  and  he  raises  the  lid  of 
the  box.  That  explodes  the  cap, 
and  If  you  are  wise  you  will  get 
out  of  sight  with  the  box  before 
he  gets  over  thinking  he  waa 
shot.  Price,  15c.,  postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  fct..  Ii’klyn,  N.  Y. 


MAGIC  DIE  BLOCK. 

_  A  wonderfully  de- 

^ejftyv  a fSeBv  oeptlve  trick!  A  solid 

p-WSwl  block,  two  inches 
square.  Is  made  to  ap- 
Sffipgy*3*  pear  and  disappear  at 

L  pleasure.  Borrowing 

TErflk  *  hat  from  one  of  the 

Vuffk  audience.  you  place 

the  block  on  top,  sliding  a  cardboard  cover 
(which  may  be  examined)  over  it.  At  tne 
word  of  command  you  lift  the  cover,  the  block 
Is  gone,  and  the  same  Instant  it  falls  lo  the 
floor,  through  the  hat.  with  a  solid  thud,  or 
Into  one  of  the  spectator’s  hands.  You  may 
vary  this  excellent  trick  by  passing  the  blo<Je 
through  a  table  and  on  to  the  floor  beneath, 
or  through  the  lid  of  a  desk  into  the  drawer, 
etc.  This  trick  never  falls  to  astonish  the 
spectators,  and  can  he  repeated  as  often  as 
desired.  Price,  35c.,  postpaid. 

■  ■  .  x'/xi'trr  ,rv  rn  IV  with  St  “ 


ROUGH  AND  READY  TUMBLERS. 

These  lively  acrobats 
are  handsomely  deco¬ 
rated  with  the  U.  S. 
flag  and  with  gold  and 
silver  stars  and  hearts. 
Upon  placing  them  up¬ 
on  any  flat  surface  and  tilting  it  they  at  once 
begin  a  -mo6t  wonderful  performance,  climbing 
and  tumbling  over  each  other  and  chasing 
each  other  in  every  direction,  as  If  the  evil 
spirit  was  after  them,  causing  roars  of  laugh¬ 
ter  from  the  spectators.  They  actually  ap¬ 
pear  Imbued  with  life.  What  causes  them  to 
cut  up  such  antics  is  a  secret  that  may  net 
De  known  even  to  the  owner  of  the  unruly 
subjects.  If  you  want  some  genuine  fun  send 
for  a  set  of  our  tumblers. 

Price  per  set,  10c.  mailed,  postpaid. 
H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


0» 


FREE 


Solid  Cold  Watches  and  Knives  Given 

» 

Away.  Anybody  Can  Get  One 


FREE 


DESCRIPTION 


Genuine  guaranteed  14-carat 
solid  gold  cases. 

The  Elgin  movements  are 
warranted,  23-jewelled  and 
adjusted.  A  distinct  under¬ 
standing  goes  with  every 
watoh  that  it  cannot  be  du¬ 
plicated  at  any  jeweler’s  for 
less  than  $25.00. 

The  watch  is  the  latest  style 
thin  model,  stemvwlnd  and 
set.  It  Is  of  that  medium 
size,  exaotly  adapted  to  either 
a  lady  or  gentleman.  A 
more  acourata  time-keeper 
never  was  made.  This  offer 
expires  February  1,  1915. 


For  Twenty  (20)  Sub¬ 
scriptions  at  5  cents 
each  we  will  send  you 
an  elegant  12-carat 
Gold  Handle  Two- 
blade  Pocketknife  with 
a  ring  on  the  end  to 
saoure  it  to  your  watch 
chain. 

The  knife  is  abso¬ 
lutely  guaranteed. 
This  offer  holds  good 
until  February  1,  1915. 


HOW  TO  SECURE  ONE  OF  THESE  WATCHES 

Send  u»  Twelve  and  Onc-liolf  ($12.50)  Dollars  for  Fifty  Subscriptions,  at  25  ctnts  each,  fer  any  of  the  followtn*  psblkatieas  • 

"Hapey  d\y>."  -wild  west  weekly."  -fame  a>:d  fortune  weekly,"  "pluck  *nd  nine ** 

•■THE  I.mn.TY  BOYS  OF  T6."  “WORK  AND*  WIN"  or  "SECRET  SERVICE."  If  v™  c.nro. ?«  *  «m 
subscrftl.on,  irom  each  person.  we  wilt  accept  live  individuals  for  each  subscription  at  5  cents  in  place  of  racli  full  subscrip 


tie'll 


h  subscription  is  (or  five  weeks. 

W  hen  we  r>-:eivc  the  money  and  fifty  subscriptions  we  will  send  von  one  of 


our 


Address 


id  Rol  I  watchrv 

Fronk  Tousey,  Publisher,  £38  West  23c! 

71 KTT  *TTT*  T*  JA. 


St 


•  V 


N.  Y. 
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Arietta  In 


- LATEST  ISSUES - 

60'!  Young  Wlkl  West  and  the  Government  Detective;  or.  Tracking  a 
Tricky  Thief. 

Young  Wild  West  ('aught  on  the  Cliffs;  or.  Arietta’s  Desperate 
Climb. 

6<i.->  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Ranchman's  Roy ;  or.  The  Sheep 
Herder's  Revenge. 

60l>  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Rival  Outtits  :  or,  Arietta's  Fight  on  the 
Cattle  Range 

007  Young  Wild  West  With  the  Cavalry;  or.  The  Fight  at  Bear  Bass. 
608  Young  Wild  West  Finding  a  Fortune;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Flooded 
Claim. 

600  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Mexican  Raiders;  or.  Exposing  a  Cat¬ 
tle  King. 

CIO  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Dynamite  Fiends;  or,  Arietta  and 
the  Avengers. 

61 1  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Tenderfoot’s  Legacy  ;  or.  Baffling  the 

Claim  Jumpers. 

612  Young  Wild  West  Helping  the  Sheriff;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Ex¬ 

press  Thieves. 

613  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Phantom  Canoe;  or.  Solving  a  Strange 

Mystery. 

614  Young  Wild  West's  Square  Deal  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Rustler's 

Daughter. 

615  Young  Wild  West  Stopping  a  “Ghost  Dance  ;”  or.  The  Charge  of 

the  Gallant  6th. 

616  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Mad  Miner;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Secret 

of  the  Cliffs 

617  Young  Wild  West  and  “Gold  Dust  Bill”:  or.  The  Man  With  the 

Yellow  Streak. 

6t8  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Death  Brand;  or.  Arietta's  Great  Risk. 
61 ;)  Young  Wild  West's  Pawnee  Pursuit;  or.  The  White  Flower  of 
the  Redskins. 


620  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Mexican  Man  Trap:  or 

t lie  Robbers'  Den. 

621  Young  Wild  West's  Lively  Lariat ;  or,  Roping  the  Ruat!*-r» 

622  Young  Wild  West's  Duel  With  a  Dozen  ;  or.  Arietta's  Only 

Chance. 

623  Young  Wild  West  Trailing  a  Treasure  ;  or,  Outwitting  the  Road 

Agents. 

624  Young  Wild  West  Ruling  a  Ranch  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Cowgirls 

625  Young  Wild  West's  Straight  Shot;  or.  Cornered  in  a  chasm. 

626  Young  Wild  West's  Mexican  Mine;  or.  Arietta  Breaking  a  Siege. 

627  Young  Wild  West's  Hottest  Trail  ;  or,  Winning  a  Big  Reward 

628  Young  Wild  West  Tracking  a  Horse  Thief :  or.  Arietta  and  the 

Wild  Girl. 

6 21)  Young  Wild  West's  Apache  Friend;  or.  The  Hidden  Gold  of  the 
Pecos. 

630  Young  Wild  West's  Three  Shots;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Rattlesnakes 

631  \*oung  Wild  West  and  the  "Sky  Pilot;  ;”  or.  The  Ropers  of  Rough 

and-Ready  Ranch. 

632  Young  Wild  West's  Lucky  Drop:  or.  Arietta  and  the  Outlaws. 

63  3  Young  Wild  West’s  Wild  West  Show;  or.  Caught  in  the  European 

War. 

63  4  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Kaiser;  or.  The  Big  Show  in  Berlin. 

63  5  Young  Wild  West  Under  Fire;  or.  Skirmishing  on  the  French 
Frontier. 

63  6  Young  Wild  West  Helping  the  Red  Cross;  or,  The  Crown  Prince's 
Gratitude. 


For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  vj 
FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  -  . 168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


IF  VOU  WyiNT  yiNY  BACK  JVUMBERS 

of  our  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Write  out  and 
fill  in  your  Order  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  week  lies  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  return  mail. 
POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, . 168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND 
DREAM  BOOK.— Containing  the  great  oracle 
of  human  destiny;  also  the  true  meaning  of 
almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with 
charms,  ceremonies,  and  curious  games  of 
cards. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great 
book  of  magic  and  card  tricks,  containing  full 
Instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks  of 
the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illu¬ 
sions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magicians; 
every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  HJRT.-The  arts  and 
wiles  of  flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this 
little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and 
hat  flirtation,  it  contains  a  full  list  of  the 
language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of 
this  little  book.  It  contains  full  instructions 
in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball¬ 
room  and  at  parties,  how  to  dress,  and  full 
directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.— A  com¬ 
plete  guide  to  love,  courtship  and  marriage, 
giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette  to 
be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interest¬ 
ing  things  not  generally  known. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE. 
— Giving  full  instruction  for  the  use  of  dumb¬ 
bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars,  horizontal 
bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing 
a  good,  healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty 
illustrations 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Hand¬ 
somely  illustrated  and  containing  full  Instruc¬ 
tions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paro- 
oquet.  parrot,  etc. 

No.  0.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILO¬ 
QUIST. — By  Harry  Kennedy.  Every  Intelli¬ 
gent  boy  reading  this  bonk  of  Instructions  can 
master  the  art.  and  create  any  amount  of  fun 
for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the  greatest 
book  ever  published. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self- 
de'ense  made  easy.  Containing  over  thirty 
Illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy 
should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and  instruc¬ 
tive  books,  as  It  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  Instructor. 

No.  11  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS. 

_ A  most  complete  little  book.  «ontain!ng  full 

directions  for  writing  love-letters,  and  when 
when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters 
for  young  and  old 

No.  12-  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 

I  AIDES. — Giving  complete  Instructions  for 
writing  letters  to  ladles  on  all  subjects,  also 
letters  of  Introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  IS.  HOB  TO  OO  IT;  OR.  BOOK  Ol 

For  sale  by  «H  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to 

JilANK  TOUSEY.  Publisher, 


ETIQUETTE. — It  is  a  great  life  secret,  and 
one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know  all 
about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A 
complete  hand-book  for  making  all  kinds  of 
candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. 
— One  of  the  brightest  and  most  valuable 
little  books  ever  given  to  the  world.  Every¬ 
body  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beauti¬ 
ful,  both  male  and  female.  The  secret  is 
simple,  and  almost  costless. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVEN¬ 
ING  PARTY. — A  complete  compendium  of 
games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recita¬ 
tions.  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor  or  drawing¬ 
room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for 
the  money  than  any  book  published. 

No  21  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The 
most  complete  hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever 
published.  It  contains  full  instructions  about 
guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fish¬ 
ing,  together  with  description  of  game  and 
fish. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— 
Heller’s  second  sight  explained  by  his  former 
assistant.  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how  the 
secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the 
magician  and  the  boy  on  the  stage;  also  giv¬ 
ing  all  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— 
This  little  book  gives  the  explanation  to  all 
kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky  and 
unlucky  day's. 

No.  24.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 

GENTLEMEN. — Containing  full  directions  for 
writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  G  VAIN  AST. — 
Containing  full  instructions  for  all  kinds  of 
gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises.  Em¬ 
bracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  Bv  Professor 
W.  Macdonald. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW.  SAIL  AND  BUILD 
A  BOAT. —  Fully  Illustrated.  Full  Instructions 
are  given  In  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion 
sports  to  boating. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF 
RECITATIONS. — Containing  the  most  popular 
selections,  in  use.  comprising  Dutch  dialect, 
French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect 
pieces,  together  with  many  standard  readings 

No.  28.  IIOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES. _ 

Everyone  is  desirous  of  knowing  what  his  fu¬ 
ture  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness 
or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell 
by  a  glance  at  this  little  book.  Buy  one  and 
be  convinced. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVEN¬ 
TOR.  -Every  boy  should  know  how  inventions 
originated.  This  book  explains  them  all,  giv¬ 
ing  example  In  electricity,  hydraulics,  magne¬ 
tism.  optics,  pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc. 

any  address  on  receipt  of  price.  10  cts.  per  copy. 


No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most 

instructive  books  on  cooking  ever  published- 
It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats,  fish, 
game,  and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes 
"nd  all  kinds  of  pastry,  and  a  grand  collec¬ 
tion  of  recipes. 

No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER. 

— Containing  fourteen  illustrations,  giving  the 
different  positions  requisite  to  become  a  good 
speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  con¬ 
taining  gems  from  all  the  popular  authors  of 
prose  and  poetry. 

No.  32.  HOW  TO  RIDE  A  BICYCLE.— 

Containing  instructions  for  beginners,  choice 
ot  a  machine,  hints  on  training,  etc.  A  com¬ 
plete  book.  Full  of  practical  Illustrations 
No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES.— A  com¬ 
plete  and  useful  little  book,  containing  the 
rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONCXDRUMS 
— Containing  all  the  leading  conundrums  of 
the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 'and 
witty  sayings. 


No.  39/  HOW 
PIGEONS  AND 
structive  book. 
No.  40.  HOW 


DOC  1  OK. — A  wonderful  book,  containing  use¬ 
ful  and  practical  information  in  the  treatment 
of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to 
every  family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effec¬ 
tive  recipes  for  general  complaints. 

TO  RAISE  DOGS.  POULTRY 
RABBITS. — A  useful  a-  d  in- 
Handsomely  illustrated 
TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TR  4PS 
—  including  hints  on  how  to  catch  moles’ 
weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds.  Also 
how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated 
No.  41.  THE  BOVS  OF  NEW  YORK  F\D 
MEN’S  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  a  great  va- 
rlety  of  the  latest  Jokes  used  by  the  moat 
famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  i. 
complete  without  this  wonderful  little  bonk 
No.  42.  THE  BOVS  OF  NEW  YORK 
STUMP  SPEAKER. — Containing  a  varlea 
sortment  of  stump  speeches.  Negro.  Dutch  and 
Irish.  Also  end  men's  Jokes.  Just  the  thins 
for  home  amusement  and  amateur  show.  * 
No.  13.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAG  It  I  UN 
— Containing  the  grandes*  »ssortment  of  mag¬ 
ical  Illusions  ever  placed  before  the  ouhtio. 
Also  tricks  with  cards.  incantations  etc 
No.  44.  HOW  TO  W  RITE  IN  »» 

Bl  M. —  A  grand  collection  of  Album  ‘ 
suitable  for  any  time  and  occasion 
ing  Lines  of  Love.  Affection.  Sentiment  vi' 
mof,  Hespect.  and  Condolence  a  Mu* 

Suitable  for  Valentines  and  WsddlBM  '  *ree»» 
N"  15.  THE  BOYS  Op  NUM  \  okk  mix 
STRIP  (MIDI  \ND  JOKE  BOOK  ^ 
thing  new  and  very  Instructive 
should  obtain  this  book,  as  It  eont  ^ 
instructions  for  organising  an  amet 
strel  troupe. 
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